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The Soul in Raptares feels the Song, 
And dwells upon the Sound: 5 
So Sruzus draw the lift ning Throng, 
And pleaſe them while they wound. 
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H fray! ah! turn! ah! whither, &&c. 15 
. A Alen ſn unn ' d his Fellow — 17 
All in the Downs the Fleet was mord 23 
As Chloris full of barmleſs Thought | 29 
At Noon on a ſultry Summer's Day _—_ 
As ti » was jogging on | 62 
A ary A7 — in Spring. 6 
A riifling Song you ſhall hear 68 
A Nymph of che Plain 72 
Apollo I will not implore 7 5 
At Winchſfter was a Wedding 1 
A Dean and Prebendary $3 
A Pox on the Times $6 
| Arch cid gathering a Roſe | 96 
Ab! bright Belinda hither fly 91 
A Marian this amongſ the Wiſe 9s 
As Cali in her Garden ſtray d 101 
Amongſt the Willows on the Graſs 123 
> A very Fancy 129 | 
| Apollo once finding fair Daphe 135 
Ak not the Cau why ſadden þ 141 
A Soldier and a Sailor # 147 
| Ah! how ſweet it is to love Is6 
As the Delian God 5 166 
Awake thou faireſt thing in Nature 167 


f & Tory, Whig, and » Moderate Mas 1565 
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As Catia near a Fountain lay 
A Cobler there was, and he liv' in a Stall 
As I beacath the Myrtle Shade iay wiling 
A Curkoll it is tho.ight 
A Beggar got a Beadle 

AI aw fair CMe walk alone 
Ao JviV <4 in a Foreſt lay 
A Daun, who had bardly ſped 
Atil:, ariſe, Great Deal, tor Aras recown'd 
A Maid is like the golaca Ore 

As ncar a Fountain's flow'ry Side 
At a Maypuic down in Kent 
Ah! C+.orrs, could I now bat fit 

As after Noon one Summer's Day 
Alis! witcu charming Hlvia's gone 
As A. iana young and fair | 
As naked almoſt, and more fair you appear 
As it fell out ou a Holy-day 
A Swain untaught in 
Ak! ſacred Boy, deſiſt; for l 
As Cupid roguiſhly, one Day 


11 


213 
217 


220 


| 2-43 
2:2 
234 
242 
245 
218 
247 
253 
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20 
271 
2's 
276 
292 


By , 


A way. away, we've crown'd the Day 
A lovely Laſs to a Fryar came 

As Sparabe lla peaſive lay 

Ah! the Shepherd 


A mournful Fate 


Ah! phillis ! why are you leſs texdre 


Ah! Celia that 1 were but ſure 


308 
312 
313 
314 
320 
325 


ibid. 


As walking forth to view the Plain 
All the Materials are the ſame 
A ſil y Shepherd woo'd bur wiſt not 
As muGrg L rang d in the Meads alone 
Bright was the Morning. cool was the Air 
Beluald I fly on Wings of ſoft Deſize | 
By the Mole on your Bubbies 
Bacchus one Day gaily ſtridin 
Buſy curious thuſty Fly 


336 
351 
359 
363 

81 
112 
113 
117 
126 
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1% Barchus muſt now his Pos'r reſign 176 
ys Blow, blow Boreas, blow 194 
113 Beucve my Sighs, my Tears, my Dear 222 
p17 Pegone, old Care, I prithee begone ibi d. 
20 | B-avty is _ what J my | 294 
2 Biy che Fac oung and ga 335 
4 | Laban Jo $464 = GR adds | 358 
34 Chee . ure the Gods above 7 
42 Co ne hither, my Country Squire 2 
45 Cibe a Coquet iu her Prime | 23 
18 Cone, Neighbours, now we've made our Hay 40 
47 Che, be kind, no more perplex me 49 
53 Come fair one be kind £2 
63 Chloe bluſn'd, ſhe frown'd, and ſwore 71 
0 Come follow, follow me | 99 
2 Co:ne Beaus, Virtuoſo's, rich Heirs, Oc. 106 
„ Crown your Bowls, loyal Souls 117 
wa F * 
-6 Cupid with Ganymede to play 138 
22 Comeletus drink, and drown all Sorrow 0. 
16 Came let's be merry 16 
>8 Can then a Look create a Thought 167 
2 Cube proves falſe, but ſtill ſhe is charming 1686 
3 cCupid. Gol of pleaſing Angui ſh 1860 
4 | Ca.ne, ler us prepare : ibid. 
o | Come, all you Sons of Adam 208 
5 | Chliz's the Wonder of her Sex 264 
J. | Cruel Amyata can you ſee 272 
6 C'o:{ada does at Fifty fin 28 
t Celia, hoard they Charms no mare 303 
g Cbloris, farewel, | now muſt go | 3Is 
3 Cbbloris, 'twill be for cither's Kea 217 
t Cecilia, hen wich artful Note | 326 
2 Cxpi4! initro@ an am'rous Swain 367 
3 Dear Chloe, while thus, beyond Meaſure x 
, — beſide a clear Stream 21 
6 Diogenes ſurly and proud 24 
| Did 
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id ever Swain a Nymph dore 186 
Ry Yo | 
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Do not ask;me charming Phillis 
Did you not once, Lucinda, vow 
De jedted as true Converts die 
Damon, if you will believe me 
Di ſtracted with Care 
ous fair, — 9 Care 
or haughi illis ſis pines 
rms apt Stalk the 2 Roſe 


| t 
From roſie Bow rs, where ſlee ps the Cod, Sc. 46 — 
From grave Leſſons and Reitraint Ha 
Fair Iris and her Swain 84 Hos 
Fly from Olinda, young and fair 90 Hov 
Flavie's Eyes, like Fires ſuppreſs 'd 91 Her 
Freedom is a real Treaſure 92 Har 
From White's aud W:ll's 109 Ho 
From good Liquor ne er ſhrink 118 Ho 
From ſilent Shades, and the Elyſian, &e. 182 Ho 
Forth from my dark and diſmal Cell 196 Ho 
Fill, fill the Glafſes, fill em high 202 He. 
Four and twenty Fillers all in a Row 246 Ha 
Fly, fly ye happy Shepherds, fly 253 If. 
Fair Venus, they ſay ass Isa 
Fiir Maidens O beware 2:6 It 
From Fifteen Years fair Chloe wiſh'd 303 In 
For many unſucceſsful Years 310 11 
Fair and ſoft, and gay and young 328 If 
Fair, ſwcet and young, receive a Prize 342 In 
Gay Bacchus liking Effcourt's Wine 9-8 
Co, lovely Roſe 1 BD 
Choſts of ev'ry Occupation 49s Þ 
Gentle Love, this Hour befriend me 68e 
Gentle Zephyrs, filent Glades 101 1 
Grim, Ki ag of the Ghoſts, make haſte 156 1 
Co, Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs 171 I 
Go, vind the Vicar of Taunton · Dean 202 1 
Gentle Air, thou Breath of Lovers 302 , 


How happy a State docs the Miller poſſeſs 43 
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212 
26s 


342 


129 
13 
31 
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90 
4 
92 
59 
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6 
2 
6 
3 
8 
6 
1 
0 
7 
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Hear me, ye 


It is not Cælia, in our 


An Alphabetical T a BLE. 


Here all People and Sports 
ark the bonny Chriſt-Church Bells 


Here lies old Hare 
72 


Happy is a Country Life 
How pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes 
How much, egregious Moore, are we 
How bleſt ate Beggars La ſſes 

Here's to thee, my 
H. that will aot merry, merry 
How ccucl is a Parent's Care 


Hark! the Cock crows, tis Day all abroad 


How hardly I conceal my Tears 
How happy aa I thc Fair Sex can defy 


Here eud my Chains, and Thraldom ceaſe 


Hark! away, tis the mecry-ton'd Hurn 
How a is the Slave to Love 
Ho flly's the Heart of a Woman 
How bleſt are Lovers in Diſguiſe 
How bleſt he 


If Phillis denies me Relief 

In ſpite of Love at _ I fad 
or 

In vain by Parallels you ſtri de 

1 hurn, my Brain conſumes to Aſhes 

If ſhe be not kind as fair 

In vain you tell your parting Lover 

I am a jolly Toper _ 

I'll thee, Dick, where I have been 


I grant a thouſand Oaths I ſwore. 


In Kert ſo fam'd of old | 

In the Fiel is in Froſt and Snow 

I am a jolly Bowler 

I have been in Love, and in Debt, Sec 
I go to the E:yjau Shade | 


In vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 


Az 
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y, my Darling, &c, 


ymphs, and ev'ry Swain 
Harken and I will tell you how 


An Alphabetical TaBLs. 
In my triumphant Chariot hurl'd 
In vain, fond Youth, thy Tears give o'er 
Ill fing you a Song was never in Print 
In vain poor [a0 proſtrate hes 
If any Wench Venus' Girdle wear 
If Love the Virgin's Heart invade 
In Pimps and Politicians 
hate theſe cowardly Tribes 
It was the charming Month of May 
If Wine and Muſick have the Pow'r 
1 =_y touch'd her Hand, ſhe gave 


If any fo wiſe is 


L love thee by Heav'ns, I cannot ſay more 


Injurious Charmer of my vanguiſh'd Heart 
Im patient with Deſire, at 
If h'd and I writ 
In Lancaſhire where I was born : 
»In gond King's Clarles's Golden Days 
In A;ri, when P:i:nrofes | 
If I hive to grow old, as I find 
In a dark ſiſent ſhady Grove 
If Wealth a Man cou'd keep alive 
| Joy to Great Ceſar 5 
indne ſs hat h re ſin leſs Charms 
Kind Artadne, drown'd in Trærs 
Lately on yonder ſu elling Buſh 
 Laft $4nd-y at St. James's Pray'rs 
Let's be jovial, Fl ur Glarſts | 
Love, the Sweets ut Love 
Let us re vel and roar . 
Liberta's all my Theught and Dream 
Love's a Dream of mighty T'rcaſure 


Liſten all, I prey, to the Words I've to ſay 


Let us drink and be merry 
Let Ambition fire thy Mind 
Leave off this idle Prating 
Lord ! what's come to my Mother 
Love aud Folly were at Play 


— 


My 


My Days have been ſo wond'rous free 


ailion is as Muſtard ſtrong 
My Name is honeſt Harry 


Rlaidens beware ye 


My Chloe, why dye ſlight me | 
My Love was fickle ouce and changing 


My Maſters = Ear 


My Time, 
' Now the h 
Now the g 


= 


ry Lions roar 
an's from home 
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Love's an idle chili:th Paſſion 
Lovc's Goddeſs in a Myrtle Grove 
Let Jus in {miles be ever ſcen 


ye Muſes, was happily ſpent 


No longer boaſt your healizg Tides 


No, Deli a, no, what Man can range 
Not an Angel dwells above 
Now God alone that made ail Things 
Of all the Gi:1s that e'et were ſeen 


Of all the ſimple things we do 


Obſerve the aum'rous Stars which grace 
On the Brow of Richmond- Hill 


Of all Comforts I miſcarry'd 
Of a noble Race was Shenkin 
Old Poets have told us 


Oh ! ha 


O Venus! Beauty of the Skies 
Of all the Girls in our Town . 
One April Morn, when from the Sea 
pry happy Groves ! 
Of all the Things beneath the Sun 


Of all the Joys we c'er poſſeſt 


Oh! I'll have a Husband ah! marry Ee 
| OL a fine Town, Sec. 


O fly from this Place, dear Flora 


Of all the Torments, all the Cares 

Once I lov'd a charming Creature 

Of Aua Charms let others tell 

O Bell, il. y Looks have pierc'd my Heart 


O B Be, and Mary Gray 


Oft on the troubled Ocean Face 


rr — 


One R ning having loſt my Way 

One Night when all the Village ſlept 
Peggy in Devotion 

Prithee, Friend, leave off thy Thinking 
Pious Selinda goes to Pray'rs 

Poor ſighing Damon courts in vain 
Princes that rule, and Empire ſway 
Pheb«s now ſhortning e vry Shade 
Phillis, the faireſt of Love's Foes 
Ring, ring the Bar bell of the World 
Kottin ungua Coſſinina 
Remember, Damon, you did tell 
Sirephon when you ſee me fly 

Says my Uacle, I pray now diſcover 
The Aaſwer 

See from the ſilent Grove Alexis flies 
Send home my long · ſtray d Eyes to me 


See, ſee my Seraphina comes 


See Sirs ! ſee here's a Doftor rare 

Smooth was the Water, calm the Air 

Sylvia, methinks you are unfir 

y» lovely Sylvia, lewd and fair | 

So num'rous Flavia s Charms appear 
Swain, thy hopleſs Paſſion ſmother 
Some hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies 
Still Chloe, ply thy courtly Art 
Jom liken Man to brittle Glaſs 
Stella and Flavia ev'ry Hour 

Say, good Maiter Bacchus 

Sweet Nelly, my Heart's Delight 

Since Times are ſo bad, I muſt, &c. 


Should I die by the Force of good Wine 


Stay, Shepherd, Ray, I prichee ſta 
1 with Clarer the = 
Some ſing Molly Mogg of the Roe 
Stript of their Green ou Groves appear 
Since the Day of poor Man 5 
Since from my dear A/trea's Sight 
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364 
366 
80 
99 
100 
391 
306 
ibi d. 
242 


20 
241 


369 


7 
27 
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$:y, all ye Friends that now are met 277 
She ſung ——with ſuch a Sweetneſs lung 289 
Since Love has kindled in our Eyes 291 
Since you will needs my Heart poſleſs 295 
Since, C lia "ts not in var Power 306 
Sad Macidora, all in Woe 312 


Say, love!y Dream ! where couldſt thou ial 316 
Stay, Phabus, ſtay 317 


Sylvia the Fair, in the Bloom of Fifte.na 356 


Saw you the Nymph whom I adore 367 
The Sun had juſt withdrawn his Fires — 
The Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill 16 
The Play of Love is now begun 19 
The Sepuel | 20 
*T'was when the Seas were roaring 37 
To all ye Ladies now at Land 38 
The Charms of Florimel 43 
Thus Damon knock'd at Celiz*: Door 45 
?T was on a Rivcr's verdant Side 49 
To Lordlings proud I tune my Song 54 
Tranſported with Pl · aſure 39 
The Charms of bright Beauty 8 72 
To me you made a thouſand Vow 85 
"Twas Fancy firſt made Calia fa; 37 


The Danger is over, the Battles pace 89 
The wakin 8 that takes no Reſt 90 


To love and to languifh | 93 
Tell me Hamila, tell me why 97 
Troy had a Breed of brave ſtout Men 116 
Thoꝰ cruel you ſeem to my Pain 122 
There was and a Swain full fair 8 ibid. 
The Sun was juſt ſetting, the Reaping, Sc. 139 
The Sun was now withdrawn 162 
Tho' Flavia to my warm Deſire 167 
Toba:co's but an Iadian Weed 170 
Then as it fell out on a Holida 172 
That all Men are Beggars, we * Sec. 176 
The ſweet Roſie Morning | 


182 


An Aſphazetical TABU I. 
The Wheel of Life is turning quickly round 189 


here were three I ads in our Town 1688 
Thus Ki. ty. tec mitul and young ibid. 
1 his great World is a Tro. ble 211 

To Friend and to Foe 225 
Thro' all the Fm rloyments of Life 240 


*'Tis Woman that ſeduces al Mark ind 241 
The Modes of the Court ſo common Se. 243 
The Nymph that undoes me is fair, &c. 249 
Thus mighty Eaſtemn Kings, aud ſome 161d. 


The rolling Years the Joys reſiore 271 
Too plain, dear Youth, thoſe Tell-talc Eyes 287 
Tell me Dorinda, why fo gay 290 
The Lark now Ira ves bis wat':y Neſt 292 
The Spring's a comirg 200 
Tell we, Aurelia, tell me, pray 305 


The Minute's paſt, appointed by the Fair ibi“. 


Tho' envious old A ge ſ.ems in party Ec. ves -- 


'Tho' l'm a Man in ev'cy Parr 


319 

Tell me, gentle $tye9:01, wh 329 

The Collier has a Daughter 230 
The laſt time I came o'er the Moor 337 

The Lafs of Peatie's Mill 333 

Tho' Beauty like the Roſe 339 

Cpbraid me not, capricious Fair 22 

| _ Clarinda's panting Breaſt 102 

I 


rgins are like the fair Flow'r in its Luſtce 242 


Who has e'er been at Paris, &c. 


2 
Waft me ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze 14 
What tho' they call me Country Lafs _ 
When mighty Roaſt Beef was the Eugliſp- 
man's Food 4 4 
When Fanny blooming fair 42 
When as Corruption hence did go $2 
hen Chloe we pl 39 
When hright Aurelia tript the Plain & 


ou'd you know how we meet o'er our, 62 


What {hall I do to ſhew how much, &c. ibid, 


5 ““ 


— 
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An Alphabetical TABLE. 


Whilſt 1 fondly view the Cha: mer 65 
Mien the bright God of Day 66 
V/ hen all was ura, t ia dark Midnight ”8 
While the Lover 15 thinking 22 
What ari thuu Love 88 
Were | to chuſe the greateſt Bliſs $9 


Whilt the Tow: drim ful! of Folly | 92 
When Love lick Mars, the God of Wars 97 


Who uou'd not gaze away his Heart 105 
Winter, thy Crucliy extend 109 
Why cruel Creatu:e, why ſo bent 110 
What care I for A fairs of State tas 
Weu'd you have a young Virgin 120 
Wine, Wine in a Nuni 8 127 
When elia on the P. ain appears 139 
What a Pother of late 161 
VW hen Sylvia in Bathing her Charms 164 
W::ile on thoſe lovely Looks I gaze 171 
With an honeſt old Piiend, and, Exc. 174 
Why will Horella, when | gaze 19 
When $0! had loas'd his weary Teams 21s 
W n-'s a Miſtreſs gay and caly 221 
While Fhillis is drinking. &c. ibi d. 


With artfül Voice, young Thyyfis, you 227 


Wlo comes there, liand'! 


228 
Woman's Ike the flatt'ring Ocean 235 

VW hen fult I laid Siege tony Chloris 254 
What tho“ I am a Country Laſs 261 
When Orpheus ſweetly did corvpl. in 264 


When wilt thou break, my ſtubborn Heart 265 
W hil't Lam C. orch'd with hot Deſire - "ay -- 
Wilſt I'm caroufing to chear up my Soul 269 
Why, lovely Charmer, tell me wh 270 
While gentle Partheniſſa walks WW >, + 
Why all this Pride and Scorn, Mifs Poms 2272 
Without A ffectat ion, ga . y vuthful, Sec. ibid. 
Wen Leaden's famous Town | 


White as her Hand fair Julia threw 280 


274 
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When firſt 1 ſought fair Cælia's Love 
Where could coy Anita run 

Why ſo cold, and uwlty ſo coy 

What! put off uith une Deuial 

What Beautic: docs Hora d' {clofe 

With an old Surg made by an old, Sc. 
Whence comes it Neighbour Dick, 
Young Cerydos and FIilli; 
Young 1 am, and yet unekill'd 

Young I hilu et and cia met 

Young Cu pid one Day wily 

Ve twice ten hundred Deities | | 
Young Cupid I find to ſubdue me inslin'd 
Ye Sons of the Platter give Ear. 


Young Bacchus, when merry be!triding, Sec. 
Lou meaner Beauties of the Night 
Ye fair in jur d Nymphs, and ye Bears, Sc. 


Young Virgins love Plcaſure 


Ye Maidens, ye Wives, and young Widows 


Youth's the Seaſon made for Joy 


Le. Minutes bring the happy Hour 


Ye Swains that are courting a Maid 


Young Reger of ti. e All 


You Fair, who play Ticks to be fairer 
Ye besuteons Ladics of this Laud 

Ye little Loves that hou:ly wait 

Ye Gales that gently wave the Sea 
Young Keger came tapping at Dolh's &c, 


£ 


<< rr 
KNA 


beyond Meaſure | 
ou treat me with Doubts 
and Diſdain, 
Tou rob all your Youth of its 


Pleaſure, 


Your Maxim, That Love is ſtill founded 

Ou Charms that will quickly decay 

You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its Dictates obey, 


The Paſſion from Beauty firſt drawn 


Your Kindneſs wou'd vaſtly improve; 
Your Sighs and your Smiles are the Dawn, 

Fruinon's the Sun-ſhine of Lave : | 
And tho" the bright Beams of your Eyes 

Shou'd be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 

Vet we ne er c2n fotget it was Day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, 
You've ocz — with Wonde:: 
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He's dropfical, ſhe is ſote · ey d 
Yet they're ever uneaſy x fo JU 


Together they totter about, 
Gr fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night, when old Darby's Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoke a Whitf more. 


No Beauty nor Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother; 

Then, what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
That wake them ſo fond of each other ? 


"Tis tle pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, _ 
The Endearments which Youth did beſtow 3 

The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth 
The beſt of our Bleflings below. 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Where Sickneſs and Time can't remove z 


For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 


And Age briugs the Ii inter of Love: 

A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, | 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe, 

The Current of Fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepit old Age cannot freeze. 


SONG II. King john. 


5 7 HO has e er been at Paris muſt needs know 


| the Greve, 

The fatal Retreat of ih' unfortunate Brave, 

Were Honour and Juſtice moſt oddly contribute 

To caſe Herocs Pains by Halter and Gibbet. 
Derry de ron, downs ey derry down. 


There Death breks the Shackles which Force had 


vut on, 


And he Hangman compleats what the Judge had 


begun: 


— TGT — - — 
— 
* 


The STR eu. 3 


There the Squire of the Pad, and the Knight of 
h 
Find their Pains no more baulk'd, — theit 
Hopes no more croſt. | 
Derry down, &c. 


| Great Claims are there wade, and great Secrets 


are known; 


And the King, and the Law, and the Thief has 


his own: 


a poem So what a duce doſt thou 


Put off thy Reflettions, and * us the Tale. 
Derry down, &c. 


"T was there then in civil ReſpeR to harſh Laws, 


And for want of falſe Witneſs to back a bad 


Cauſe, 
A Norman, tho' late, was oblig'd to a 


And who to aſſiſt, bug a grave coder? 
Derry down, &c. 


The whoſe good Grace was to open the 
W not in great Haſte that the Show ſhou'd 
Now fred oh Halter, now travers'd the Cart, 


And often took leave, but was loath to depart. 


Derry down, & e. 
wang fri N you thus, my good Son, ſays the 
- Pre 
You murther d, are ſorry, and have been confeſt, 


OF ather ! my Sorrow will ſcarce ſave my Bacon, 
For 'twas not that I murther'd, but that I was 
taken. | Derry down, &c. 


Neg gale prithee ne'er trouble thy Head with ſuch 
Boly on the he A ou ul hare from 5. Franc 


4 The SYREN. 

If 1 you promis d be biought to the 

e | 

You have only to die, let the Church do the reſt, 
Very dotun, &c. 


And what will Folks ſay. if they ſee you afraid, 
It refſetts upon me, as I knew not my Trade: 


_ Cou.2gr, Friend; today is your Period of Sorrow, 


And tings will go beiter, believe me, to motrow. 
Derr. 4 Wiiz Cc. 
To morrow ? our Heroe reply'd, in a Fright, 
He that's hang 'd before Noon ought to think of 
to Nieht. 


Tell your Beads, quoth the Prieſt, and be fairly 


truſs uns 


For you ſurely to nigkt hall in Paradiſe ſup, 
Derry down, &c. 


Alls! quoth the Squire, howe'er ſumptuous the 


Treat, ; | 
Pare, I ſhall have little Stomach to eat: 


I ſhou'd therefore eſteem it great Favour and 
Grace, | 
Wou'd you be ſo kind as to go in my Place. 
Derry down, &c. | 
That I wou'd, quoth the Father, and thank you 


to boot, 
But our ARions, you know, with our Duty muft 
ſuit: 
The Feaſt I propos'd to you 1 cannot taſte, 
For this Night by our Order is mark d for a Faſt, 
Derry down, Cc. f x 
Then, turning abont to tle Hangman, he ſaid, 
Diſpatch me, i prythee, this trouble ſome Blade; 
For thy Cord, and my Curd both equally tie, 
Aud we live by the Cold for u hich other Men die. 


Der ry down, &c. 
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SONG III. C::i:tren in the Vos. 


Y Paſſion is as Muſtard ſtrong, 
M I fit all ſober (24, 
Drunk as a Piper all Day long, 

Or, like a Mar: Hare, mad, 


| Round as a Hoop the Bumpers flow, 
I drink, yet can't forget her; 
For tho' as drunk as David's Suw, 
I love her Qill tlie beiter. 


Pert as Pewr-monger I'd be, 

| If Molly were but kind, 
Cool as a Cucumber would fee 

The ted of Womankind, 

Like a ſtuck Pig I gaping ſtare, 7 

And eye her o'er and u er, 
Lean as a Rake with Sighs and Care, 
Sleek as a Mouſe bee. | 
| Plump as a Partridge I was known, 
And ſoft as Silk my Sink, 
My Cheeks as fat as —. grown, 

But as a Groat now thin. 


I, melancholly as a Cat, 
Am kept awake to wee 

Bur ſhe, inſenſible of that, 
Sound as a Top can ſleep. 


Hard is her Heart, as Flint or Stone, 
She laughs to ſee me pale; 
And merry as a Grig is grown, 


And brisk as bottled Ale. 


The God of Love, at her Approach, 
Ils buſy as a Bee; | | 
Hearts ſound as any Bell or Roach, 

Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 


— — —. r — — 
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Ah me! as thick as Hopps or Hail, 
The fine Men crowd about her, 

But ſoon as dead as a Door Nail, 
Shall 1 be, if without her. 


Strait as my Leg her Shape appears, 


O! were we join'd together, 
My Heart would ſoon be free from Cares, 
And lighter than a Feather. | 


As fine as Five-pence is hey Mien, 


No Drum was ever tighter ; 
Her Glance is as a Razor keen, 
And not the Sun is brighter. 


As ſoft as Pap her Kiſſes are, 
Methinks I feel them yet, 

Brown as a Berry is her Hair, 
Her Eyes as black as Jet. 

As ſmooth as Glaſs, as white as Curls, 
Her pretty Hand invites, | 


| Sharp as a Needle are her Words, 


Her Wit like Pepper bites. 
Brick as a Body Louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a Penny drelt, 


Sweet as a Roſe her Face and Lips, 
Round as a Glvbe her Breaſt. 


Foll as an Egg, was I with Glee, 


And happy 28 a King; | 
Goo lack! how all Men eavy'd me, 
She lov'd like any thing. | 


Bur falſe as Hell, ſhe, like the Wind, 


Chang'd, as her Sex muſt do, 
Tho' ſeeming as the Turtle kind, 
And as the Goſpel true. | 
If IT and Milly could agree, 
Let who will take Peru, 


A * 


— * 
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Great as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 
And richer than a Jem. | 


Till you grow tender as a Chick, 
I'm dull as any Poſt, 


Let us like Burrs together ſtick, 


As varn as any 'Toaſt. 


You'll know me truer than a Die, 
And with me better ſpe, 
Flat as a Flounder when U lic, 


Anl1 as a Herring dead. 


Sure as a Gun ſhe'll drop a Tear, | 

And ſigh, perhaps, and wiſh, 

When I'm as rotten as a Pear, 

And mute as any Fiſh. 
SONG IV. 
HL O E, fore the Gols above 

For our Joys did yon co.npoſc, 
Graceful as the Queen of Lore, 


Wanton as the billing Dove, 
Fragrant as the blowing Raſe. 


Wie and Beauty both we find, 


Striving which ſhall arm you moſt : 


Doubly, Chloe, thus you bibd, 


Had not Nature made you kind, 
We, alas ! were doubly loſt. 


SONG V. 
8 Trephon when you ſee me fly, 


Let not this your Fear create, 

Maids may be as often ſhy ; 
Out of Love, as out of Ha:e: 

When from you I fly away, 

It is becauſe I dre not ſtay. 
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Did J out of Hatred run, 


Leſs you'd be my Pain and Care; 


But the Youth I love, to ſhun, 
Who can ſuch a Trial bear? 

Who, that ſuch a Swain did ſee, 

Who could love and fly like me? 


Cruel Duty bids me go, | 
Gentle Love commands me ſtay ; 
Duty's ſtill to Love a Foe, 
Shall 1 This or That obey ? 
Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles, 
That defends, and this beguiles, 


Ever by theſe Chryſtal Streams 
I could fit, and hear thee ſigh ; 


Rariſh'd with theſe pleaſing Dreams, 


Oh ! 'tis worſe than Death to fly : 
But the Danger is ſo great, | 
Fear gives Wings inſtead of Hate. 
$.ropho-'y if you love me, leave me, 

If you ſtay, I am undone; 

Oh! with eaſe you may deceive me, 


Prithee, charming Swain, be gone : 


Heaven decrees that we ſhould part, 


That has my Vows, but you my Heart. 


SONG VI. 


FI OM E hither, my Country Squire, 
| Take friendly Inſtruftions from me 


The Lords ſhall admire, 

Thy Taſte in Attire, | 
The Lad 

Such Flauntings 

Gallauting, 


Aud Jaunting, 


ics ſhall lznguiſh for thee. 
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Such Frolicksng thou ſhalt ſee, 
Tok ne'er like a Clown 
Shalt guit London's ſweet Town, 
To live in thine own Country. 
A Skimming-Diſh Hat provide, 
With little more Brim than Lace; 
Nine Hairs on a Si de, 
Toa Pig's Tail 1y'd, | 
Will fer off thy jolly broad Face. 
Such Flaunting, &c. 
Co get thee a Footman's Frock, 
A Cudgel quite up to thy Noſe, 
Then trizz like a Shock, 
And plaiſter thy Block, 
And buckle thy Shoes at thy Toes, 
Such Flaunting, &c. | 


A Brace of Ladies fair, 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtrive, 
Ina Chaiſe and Pair | 
They ſhall rake the Air, 
And thou in the Box ſhalt drive, 
Such Flauiting, &c. 
Convert thy Acres to Caſh, 
And ſaw thy Timber Tiees dowa, 
Who'd keep ſuch Traſh, 
And not cut a Flaſh, © 
Or enjoy the Delights of the Town. 
Such I launting, &c. | 


SONG VII. 


8 A Y Bacchus, liking Eftcou,i'>s Wwe, 


J A noble Meal beſpoke ; 


And tor the Gueſts that were to dine; 


Bro ght Comm: , Love, and Joke. 
| B 5 


— r © Bir ſpinner WD te gar 


7” 


10 The S TRA E RR. 


The God near Cuid drew his Chair, 
And Joke near Comms plac'd 3 

Thus Wines makes Love forget its Care, 
And Mirth exalts a Feaſt. 


The more to pleaſe each ſprightly God, 
Each ſweet engaging Grace 

Put on ſome Cloaths to come abroad, } 
And took a Waiter's Place. 

Then Cupid nam d at ev'ry Glaſs | 
A ＋ Y the Sky, F | 

While Bacchus ſwore he'd drink the Laſs, 
And had it Bumper high. 

Fat Comns toſt his Brimmer o'er, 
And always got the moſt; 

For ke took care to fill him more, | 
Whene er he miſs'd the Toaſt. | 


They call'd. and drank atev'ry Touch, | 
Then fill'd and drank again; 
And if the Gods can take too much, I 
Tis ſaid, they did fo then. i | 
Free Jeſts run all the Table round, 
And with the Wine conſpire, | 
(While they by ſly Reflection wound) 
To ſet their Heads on fire. 
Gay Bacchus little Cupid ſtung 
By reck'ning his — vg . 
And Cupid mock d his ſtamm ring Tongue, 
With all his ſtagg ring Caits. 8 
0 droli'd on Comus greedy Wa 
Tha Tales without a j eſt Kg 
While Comus call'd his witty Plays 
But Waggerics at beſt. { 
Such Talk ſoon ſet them all at Odds, 
And had I Hower's Pca 


* 
— — — 
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Then Cupid 
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| Ia Gng ye how they drank like Gods, 


And how they fought like Men. 


To the Fray, the Graces fly 
"Who ava he y 


make them ſoon agree; 
And had the Furies {elves been nigh, 
They Kill were three to three. 


Bacchus appear d, rais'd Cupid up, 


And gave him back his Bow, 
Bus kept ſome Dart to ſtir the Cup 
Where Sack and Sugar flow. 
Toke, taking Comus 's roſie Crown, 
7 In Triu:h wore the Prize, | 
And thrice in Mirth he puſh'd him down, 
As thrice he ſtrove to riſe. 
ht the Myrtle Grove 
SST... 
| aut raci | 
They and to mil at Wie. 
And Comus, loudly curfing Wit, 
WE. ny to ſome —_— = 
here Companions gravely fit 
In fat unweildly — l 


Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, 


For one freſh Glaſs prepare; 


They kiſs, and are exceeding kind, 


And vow to be fincere. 
Bur ou in time, whoever hear, 
_ This our inftruftive Song: 


They can't continue 


Fortho'ſuch pls, won be dear, 


SONG VII. Sally is our Alley. 
'S the Girls that e'er were ſeen, 


There's none ſo fine as Nelly, 


For charming Face, and Shape, and Mien, 


And what's not ſit to tell ye: 


— 7—ke! rr 2 


12 The STR EM. 


Oh! the turn'd Neck, and ſmooth white Skin 


Of lovely deareſt Nelly ! 

For many a Swain it well had been 
Had ſhe ne'er paſt by Cala 

For hen as Nelly came to France, 
(Invited by her Coufins) 

Acroſs the Twilleries each Glance 

Kill'd Frenchmen by whole Dozens: 

The King, as he at Dinner ſat, 
Did beckon to bis Huſſar, 

And bid him bring his Tabby Cat, 
For charming Nell to buſs her. 


The Ladi:s were with Rage provok'd, 
| To ſee her ſo teſpetted; 
The Men 'ook'd arch, as Nelly ſtrok ' d, 

And Puſs her Tail eretted: . 
Bur not a Man did Look employ, 

t on pretty Nelly; 

Then ſaid the Duc de Villeroy, 

A elle eſt bien jolie! 


| But who's that grave Philoſopher 


That carefully looks a'ter 7 | 
By his Concern it ſhou'd appear 
The {air one is his Danghter. 
Ma ſoy ! (quoth then a Courtier ſly) 
Hie on his Child does leer too: 
I wiſh he has no Mind to try 
What ſome Papa's will hece do. 


The Courtiers all with one Accord 
Brok out in Nel'y's Praiſes, 
Admir d her Roſe, and Lys ſans Farde, 
[Which are your Termes Francoiſes) 
Then might you ſee a painted Ring 
Of Dames that ſtood by Nelly; 
She like the Pride of all the Spring, 
And they like Fleurs de Palais, 


| 
| 
| 
b 
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In Marl: Gardens, and &. Clou, | 
I ſaw this charming Nelly, | 
Where ſhameleſs Nymphe, expos'd to View, | 
Stand naked in each Allee: 
But Venus had a brazen Face, 
Both at Jerſailles and Men don, 
Or elſe ſhe had refign'd her Place, 
And left the Stone ſhe ſtood on. 


Were Nelly's Figure mounted there, 
*T would put down all th' Italian: 
Lord! how thoſe Foreigners would ſtare, 
But I ſhou'd turn Pyg malice : 


For ſpite of Lips, and Eyes, and Mien, 


Me nothing can delight ſo, 


As does that Part that lies between 


Her left Toe and her right Toe. 
SONG IX. 


TY" OR havghty Phillis y.75 pines, 
F In his rale Cheeks A de s fade 


The gaily-chearful Sports reſigns, 


And ſceks the ſveetly - ſoothing Shade. 
Now by the Stream ſupine he lies, | 
Or oer the Mead does frantick ftrayy 


Or to the rocky Mountain hies, 


As Love directs the various Way. 


To Groves, to Streams, to Wilds, alone, 
The Fire that thrills his Veins reveals, 

Nor to the Rock pours forth his Moan, 
Since babling Echo ne'er conceals. 


At length the Nymph for Thyrſis burns, 


And cools his {wift-conſuming Flame: 


Plcasd Thyrfis ſmiles, ſad Fhillis mourns, 


And tiſing Bluſhes ſpeak her Shame. 


To mute Abodes the » "ky Youth 
afl 


No more repeats a Paflion fcign'd ; 
The Village rings with the ſad Truth, 

For Th;rſis boalls a Conqueſt gain'd. 
If only to the Field or Stream, 

When the kind Maid his Paſſion eas d, 


Had Thyrfis told the golden Dream, ; 
Then Fhillis had nor been diſpleas d. 
oN 
| AFT me, ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
To Windſor's ſhady, kind Retreat, 
here ſylvan Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, 
Repel the raging Dog-ſtar's Heat : 
Where tufted Graſs, and moſly Beds, 
 _ Atord a rural calm Repoſe; 


Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 
Old oozy Thames that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays; 
His glaſly Surface chears the Eye, 
Ad thro' the flow'ry Meadow ſtrays. 


His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 1 
well; | 


His Vales with ſmiling Plenty 
Where'er his purer Stream is ſeen, | 
| The Gods of Health and Pleaſure duell. 
Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave 7 
Wich naked Arm once moxe divide; 
In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 

And ſtem thy gently rolling Tide. 
Lay me with Damask Roſes crown'd 

Beneath ſome Oſier's dusky Shade; 
Where Water-Lilies paint the Ground, 
And bubling Springs refreſh the Glade. 
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Let chaſte Clarinda too be there, 
With azure Mantle lightly dreſt ; 

Ye Nymphe, bind up her ſilken Hair, 
Ye Zephyrs, fan her panting Breaſt. 

O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 

| The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love, 
To thee alone the Maſe ſhall fing, q 

And warble thro' the vocal Grove. 


SONG XL. 


A ſtay! ah turn! ah! whither would yon flie, 
Too charming, too relentleſs Maid ! 
I follow not to conquer, but to die; 

In vain I call; for ſhe like fleeting Air, 
When by ſome tempe ſtuous Wind, 
Flies ſwifter from the Voice of my Deſpair, 
Nor caſt one pitying Look behind. 

wy SONG XIL 
ff Þ H E Sun had juſt with drawn his Fires, 
And Phebus ſhone with milder Ray, 
When Thyrfis to the Grove retires, | 
As Love had pointed out the Way. 
His trembling Knees the Turf teceives, 
| His aching Head the Cowllips preſs; 
His Breaſt, that Sighs alone had cas'd, 
At laſt gave Way to this Addreſs. 
O Queen, that guid'ſt the ſilent 
If c'er — ſooth'd thy Pain, 
By all thy Joys in Carias Bow'rs, 
: Reſtore me Roſalind again. 
„ To thee my moraful Plaint I ſend, 
; | ProreQceſs of the virtuous Mind, 
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Do thou thy chaſte Aſſiſtance lend, 
Venus is lewd, and Cupid blind. 


Bchold thoſe Cheeks, how pale, how wan? 

That once were grac'd with rofic Pride: 
Dim are my Eyes, their Luſtre gone, 

My Lips a purple Hue deride. 


To wretched me it nought avails 
Tt at Phebus ſelf has ſtrung my Lyre, 
Since Plutus, worthleſs God, prevails, 
And only ſordid Wealth can fire. 


The Nightingale, that pines with Love, 
With melting Notes does Grief ſuſpend ; 

Me Verſe, nor ſweeteſt Sound can move, 

My Torments ſhe alone can end. 


But lark! the Raten't direful Croak, 
Join'd with the Oul's ill-bodin g Shriek, 
In frighiful Conſort Fate have ſpoke; 
Alas! my Love- ick Heart will break. 


Too cruel Nymph, haſte, haſte away, 
And ſee your Victim proſtrate lye ; 
I faint, I can no longer ſay, 

O Roſalind, for thee 1 die! 


SONG XIII. 


H HE Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill, 
| The weſtern Clouds were lin'd with Gold, 
The Sky was clear, the Winds were till, 
The Flocks were pent within the Fold: 
When from the Silence of the Grove 
Poor Damn thus deſpair'd of Love. 
Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant Roſe 
From the bare Rock, of oogy Beach: 


Who from each barten Weed that grows, 
Expetts the Grape, or bluſiung Peach: 
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Wich equal Faith may hope to find 
The Truth of Love in Womaukind. 


I have no Herds, no fleecy Care, | 
No Fields that wave with golden Grain, 
No Paſture green, nor Garden fair, 
A Damſel's venal Heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my Sighs muſt prove, 
For I, alas! have nought but Love. 


How wretched is the faithful Youth, 
Since Womens Hearts are bought and ſold! 


| he ask not Vows of ſacred 'Truth, 
w 


ene er they ſigh, they ſigh for Gold 3 
Gold can the Frowns of Scorn remove, 
But I, alas! have nought but Love. 


To buy the Gems of India's Coaſt, 
What Wealth, what Treaſure can ſuffice ? 

Nat all their Fire can ever boaſt | 
The living Luſtre of her Eyes: 
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For theſe the Worl4 too cheap would prove, | 


But I, alas! have nought bat Love. 


O Si via, ſince nor Gems nor Ore 


Can with your brighter Charms compar 

Conſider that I — more, Ds 
More ſeldom found, a Heart ſincere: 

Let Treaſure meaner Beauties move, 


Who pays thy Worth, muſt pay in Love. 


 $oNG xiv. 
| LEXIS fhunn'd his fellow Swains, 


Their rural Sports and jocund Strains, 


Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's Bow 
He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocks, 
And wand'cing thro” the lonely Rocks, 

He nouriſh'd cudleſs Woe, 
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The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 


His Gnef ſome pity, others blame; 

The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek ; 
He mingled his Concern with theirs, 

He gave them back their friendly Tears, 

He figh'd, but could not "= | 
Clorinda came among the reſt, 

And ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, 

And ask'd the Reaſon of his Was 3 
She ask'd, but with an Air and Mien 
That made it eafily foreſeen, 

She fear'd too much to know. 

The —_— rais'd his mournful Head, 
Aud will you pardon me, he ſaid 

While I the cruel Truth reveal ; 
Which nothing from my Breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend our Ear, 

But that you bid me tell? 

"Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the Plain, 

You are the Cauſe of all my Care 
Your Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart, 
Ten thouſand Torments vex my Heart, 

I love, and I deſpair! 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, a 

»Tis what I thought, tis _—_ I * 3 
And yet I pardov you, ſhe cry d: 

But ou ſhall promiſe ne'er again 

To rock our Vows, or ſpeak your Pain 
He bow d, obey'd and dy d. | 


SONG XXV. 


ST) HAT tho' they call me Country Laſs, 


I read it plainly in my Glaſs 
'That for a Rae ole ws + b 
O! could I ſee the Day 
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Would Fortune but attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring, at Ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, | 
With a ſtand by! Clear the Way! 
Surrounded by a Crowd of Beans, 
With ſmart 'Toupets, and pouder'd Clothes, 
Ar Rivals I'll turn vp my Noſe, 
Oh! could I ſee the Day 
Ill dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Nobleman my Prize, 
And then, Oh! how I'll tyrannize ! 
Wich a ſtand by Clear the Way! 


O then for Grandeur and Delight, 8 

For Equi page and Di'monds bright, | 

And Flambeaus that outſhine the Light; 
Oh! could I ſee the Day ! 


Thus ever eaſy, ever 
Quadrille ſhall wear Ns Night aways 
And Pleaſures crown the growing D ay ! 


SONG XV. 
i j H E Play of Love is now begun, 
And thus the Actions do go on: 
Str enamour d courts the Fair, 


She hears him with a careleſs Air, 
Ad ſiniles to find him in Love's Snare. 


The Ad- Tune play d, meet again, 
Her pity moves her for his Pain, | 
Which ſhe evades for ſome Pretence, 
And thinks ſhe can with Love diſpenſe, 
But pants to hear a Man of Senſe. 


The Third Approach her Lover makes, 
She colours up whene er he ſpeaks, 
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Bnt with feign'd Slights ſtill puts him by, 


And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 


Altho' ſhe gives her Heart the Lie. 


Row the Plot riſes, he ſeems ſhy, 

As if ſone other Fair he'd try: 
At which ſhe ſwells with Spleen and Fear, 
Leſt one more wiſe his Love ſhould ſhare, 
Which yet no Woman e er can bear. 


The laſt AR now is wrought ſo high 

I hat thus it crowns the . Joy: 
She docs no more his Paffion ſhun, 
He ſtrait into her Arms does run, 


The Curtain falls the Play is done. 


The SEQUEL. 


OW cone Love'sPlagues.the Fair enjoy'd, 
And with the Pleaſure Strepboy doy's, 
A fcign'd Content the Lover wears, 
And with falſe Raptures ſooths her Fears, 
While his Retreat employs her Cares. 
Next Time they meet, a forc'd Reſpe& 
Makes the Fair dread a cold Neglett; | 
Strait her full Boſom heaves with Sighs, 
Vet tho' diſtrafting Fears ariſe, $5 
Fond Love forbids to truſt her Eyes. 
Tortur'd with Doubts ſhe next complains, 
And asks if hers are fancy d Pains? 
With well-tim'd Rage he ſwears he'll rove, 
Vous, tho' he Ine, 2 never prove 
The curlt Fatigue of Jealous Love. 
To bring him bac k all Arts ſhe tries, 
And bids his jealous Fury riſe, 
Pleas'd, he that Stratagem diſdains, 
Vows that no Fair ſhall give him Pains, 
That oer a Fop contented reigns. 


' 
| 
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With Grief diſtrated, now ſhe burns, 
And to ſtern Rage her Paflion turns, 
Ou the whole Sex her Fury bends, 
And the ſirſt Blockhead x Ha attends, 
Marries, and jilts, to gain her Ends. 


SONG XVII. Grim, King, &c. 


| Eſpairir g beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid, 
And whilit a faiſe Nymph was his Theme, 
A Willow ſappoited his Head: 
The Wind that blew over the Plain 
To his Sighs with a Sigh did reply, 
And the Brook, in Return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 
Alas! filly Swain that I was, 

Thus ſadly complaining he cry d, 
When firſt 1 bebeld that fair Face, 
| *Twere better by far I had dy'd: 


| She talk d, and I bleſfs'd the dear Tongue, 


When ſhe ſmil d, twas a pleaſure too great, 


I liften'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſang, 


Was Nighungale everſo ſweet! 


How foolifh I was to believe, 


She could doat on ſo lowly a Clown! 


Or that her fond Heart would not prieve 


To forſake the fine Folks ofthe Town: 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 

So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our MaiCens in Grey, 

And live in a Cottage on Love, 
What tho' I have Skill to complain, 

Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown'd 7 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft Strain, | 

The Virgins fit weeping around? 
Ah Collin ! thy Hopes are in vain, 

Thy Pipe and thy Laurel reſign, 
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Thy fair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſick is ſweeter than thine. 
And you my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid: 
If thro' the wide World I ſhould range, 
"Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly, 
*T'was her's to be falſe, and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant, and dic. 
If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Breaſt any * Sa found, 
Let her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground : 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew, 
And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 


Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in golden Array, 
Be fineſt at ev'ry fire Show, | 
And frolick it all the long Day- 
While Collin forgotten and gone, | | 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 1 
| Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon 
His Ghoſt ſhall glide over the Green, | ; 


„ 


| Pbraid me not, capricious Fair, * 
With drinking to Exceſs ; | ( 
1 ſhould not want to — Deſpair, | 
Were your Indiff rence leſs. | 
Love me, my Dear, and yuu ſhall i 
When — Excuſe is — ts 
That all my Bliſs, when Chloe's kind, = 
Is fix d on her alone. | 


The 8 Tun M. 23 
The God of Wine the Vidtory 
To Beauty yields with Joy; 


For Bacchus only drinks like me, 
When Ariadne s coy. 
SONG XIX. 
HL OE, a Coquet in her Prime, 
The vanieſt, fickleſt Thing alive, 
Behold the ſtrange Effekts of Time! 
Marries, and doats at Forty Five. 
So Weathercocks, that for a while 
Have ver'd about with every Blaſt, 
Grown old, and deſtitute of Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 


LL in the Downs the Fleet, was moor d, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
O where ſhall I my true Love find! 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, | 
If my ſweet Will:am ſails among the Crew? 
Hiliaw, who high „„ 
Rock d with the Billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 
Hie figh'd, and caſt his Eyes below: 
The Cord flies ſwiftly thro” his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands. 
So the ſweet Lark, bigh-pois'd in Air, | 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 
(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her Neft : | 
The nobleft Captain in the Britiſh Fleet 
Might envy I illiam's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet, 
O Suſan, Suſan, lovely Dear! 
My Vows ſhall ever true remain ; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear, 
We only part to meet again; 
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Change as de lick, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The fait 
Believe not what the Land men ſay, 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind: 
They Il tell thee, Sailors, when away, 
Iu ev'iy Port a Miſtteſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them, when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent w heteſoe er I go. | 


If to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, 
Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di'monds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afric's ſpicy Gale, 
| 1 Ly Skin is Lvory ſo white: | 
Thus e vry beautcous Objett that I view 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of love y Sue. 


Tho' Battle calls me feom thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho Cannons roar, yetfafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his Dear return. | 
Love turns afide the Balls that round me fly, 
| Leſt precious Tears ſhould fall from Suſa n Eye. 


I be Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, yy 


The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on Board: 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his Head. 
Her lc{s'ning Boat unwilling rows 40 Land, 


Adieu ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her Lily Hand. 


>> SONG XxXt 

TN IOGENES, r 
Who ſaarl'd at the Macedon Youth: 

Delightcd in Wine that was good, 


Becauſe in good Wine there is Truth: 
But growing as poor as was Job, | 
And unable to purchaſe a Flask, 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 
Aud liv'd by the Scent of the Cask. 
| | Hexa- 


ful Compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 
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Hrraclitus ne er would deny 
To ripple and cheriſh his Heart, 
And when be was maudlirg, wou'd cry, 
| Becauſe he had empty'd tis Viart: 
Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 
He weptat Mens Follies aud Vice, 
When 'twas only his Cuſtom to drink, 
Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes. 
Demrcritus always was glad | 
Of a Bumper to chear up his Soul, | 
And would laugh like a Man that was Mad, 
When over a full lowing Bowl: | 
As long as his Cellar was ftor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he was drunk as a Lord, 
Act thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 
Copernicus too, like the reſt, | 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel, 
Then fancy'd the World, like 
Turn d round like a Chariot Wheel. 
Ariſtotle, that Maſter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due to the Juice of the Vive: 
His Belly, ſome Authors a 
Was big as a watering Trough ; 
He t e leap'd into the Sea, 
| Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 
Old Plato, that learned Divine, 
He fondly to Wiſdom was 3 
But had it not been ſor good Wine, 
His Merits we ne er ſhould have known: 
3 | was 


his Brains, 
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Haſte, pierce the Globe, its Juices drein, 


Have you not heard the Bottle cluck, 


And made him gorge ſuch Potions down, 


RR 
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By Wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Without it we ne'er oed have had 
Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SON Nun. 
I NG, ring the Bar- bell of the World, 


Great Bacchus calls for Wine ; 


To whet him ere he dine. 


When firſt you've poured forth, 

The Globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood ſuch Sons of Worth. | 

When this World's out, more Worlds we'll have, 
Who dare oppoſe the Call? | 

If we had twice ten thouſand Worlds, | 
Ere Night we'd drink them all. 


See, ſee our Drawer Atlas comes, 
His Cask upon his Back ; | 
Haſte ! drink and ſwill, let's booze amain, 
"Till all our Girdles crack. TE | 
Apello cry'd, lets drink amain, = 
Left Time ſhould go aſtray; : | 
We'll make Time drunk, the reſt reply d, 1 
We Gods can make a Day. | | | 


| Brave Hercules, who took the Hint, | 3 


Required Time io drink, 


That Time forgot to think. | 
Unthinking Time thus overcome, | I 

And nonpluſs'd in the Vaſt 
Diſſolv'd in the Ethereal World, 

Sigh'd, languiſh'd, groan'd his laſt, 
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Now Time's no no e, let's drink away; 

Har.g fl. nc hi: , make no Words; 
Like true bi: ru Bac: banabar, Souls, 

We'll get a> drunk as Lo: ds, 


SONG XXII. City Rand! 


4 O Ays my Us. ie, I pray » wif. over 
Wuoat tas been the Ca. of rar VWors 
That you pine and you tune ake a Lover? 
I've cen Muy A. of the Reje ! 


O Nephew ! you. Grief is but Folly, 
In Towr you way find better Progg, 
Half a Crown there will get you a Molly, 

A Melly much beiter than Mogg. 
The School- boys delight in a Play-day, 

The School- maſter's Joy is to flogg , 
Fop is the Delight of a Lady, 

But mine is in ſweet Molly Mogg. 


Till o Wiſp leads the Trav'ler a-gaddin 
Thro' Ditch, and thro' Quagmire and Boggs 
But no Light can e'er ſet me a-madding, 
| But the Eyes of my ſweet Molly A; ogg. 


For Guineas in other Mens Breeches 
Your Gameſters will paum and will c 
But I envy them none of their Riches, 
So I paum my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
The Heart that's half-wounded is ranging; 
It here and there leaps like a Frogy, 
But my Heart can never be changing, 
Tis ſo fiz'd on my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
I know that by Wits tis recited, 
That Womea, at beſt are a Ciogg ; 
But I'm not ſo cafily frighted 
From loving my _ Molly Mogge 
2 
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A Letter when I am inditing, 
Comes Cupid, and gives me a Jogpg, 

And I fill all my Paper v.ith writing 
Of nothing but ſweer Molly Mogg. 


I feel I'm in Love to Diſtraftion, 
| My Senſcs are loft in a Fogg; 
| And in nothing can find e, 
| But in Thoughts of my ſweet Molly Mrgg- 


If I would not give up the Three Graces, 
L wiſh I were hang'd hke a Dog, 
And at Court all the Drawing-room Faces, 

For a Glance at my ſweet Molly Mogg · 


r 8 
Fe 


For thoſe Faces want Nature and Spirit, | 
And ſeem as cut out of a Log; 
Tran, Venus,; and Pallas's Merit | 
Unite in my ſweet Molly Moge. 
Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And writing another Eclogue, 8 
Both his Philiss and fair Amarillis h py 
He d give for my ſweet Molly Mogg. Fro 
uv 


When Molly comes up with the Liquor, 


Then Jealouſy ſets me a. 
To be ſure ſhe's a Bit for the V icar 


And ſo I ſhall loſe Molly Mogg. 
The Anſwer to the foregoing Verſes. 
WEEN to Women you make your Addreſs, 

q 


Remember the old Decalogue, 
| And take heed that you never trangreſs, Sir, 
. Wich that beautiful Toaſt, Molly Mrgg. 
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SONG XXIV. Lucky Minute. 


S Cloris, full of harinleſs Thought, 
Beneath a Willow lay, 
Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 
To paſs the Time away. 


She bluſh'd to be encounter'd ſo, 
And chid the am'rous Swain 
But as ſhe ſtrove to riſc ard go, 


He pull'd her down again. 


Ah! Gods, ſaid ſhe, what Charms are theſe, 
That conquer and forprize ? 
Oh! let me, for unleſs you pleaſe, 
I have no Pow'r to riſe. 
She fainting ſpoke, and trembling laid, 
For 2 me mould comply; 88 
Her lovely Eyes her Heart betray'd, 
And gave her Tongue the Lie. 


A. ſudden Paſſion ſeiz'd her Heart, 
| In ſpite of her Diſdain; 
She found a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 

And Love in ev'ry Vein. | 
Thus ſhe, who Princes had deny'd, 

With all their Pomp and Train, 
Was in the lucky Minute try'd, 

And yielded to the Swain, 

SON G XXV. 
E E, from the ſilent Grove Alexis fites, 
And ſeeks with every pleaſing Art, 

o eaſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart. | 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Air, 
While thus to Muſick's Pow'r the Swain ad- 

dreſs d his Pray'ts: | NT 
| C3 
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Charming Sounds that ſweetly langui / 

M. sick, ob compoſe n.y e 
Evꝰ ry Paſſin yields to thee : 

Phrebus, quickly then relieve me, 


| Cupid ſhall uo more d ecei ve me z 


I'll to ſprightizer Joys be free. 


Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain; 


He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak t'afluage an amorous Pain, 

His own harmonious Art had prov'd, 
And ail his healing Herbs how vain. 


Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpcoking Stringeg 
Preluding to his Voice, and ſings: 


Sounds, the charming, can't relieve thee 3 
Do no!,, Shepberd, then decerve thee ; 
Muſick is the Voice of Loves 


If the tender Maid believ: thee, 


Soft Relenting, 
Kind C-nſenting, 5 
Will alone thy Pain remove. 


- 8 E ND home my long-ſtray'd Eyes to me, 


Which ob! too long have dwelt on thee , 
Bur if they there have learn't ſuch ill, | 
Such forc'd Faſhions, 
And falſe Paſſions, 
That they be 
Q Made by thee 
Fit for no good Sight, keep them ſtill. 


Send home my harmleſs Heart again 


Which no unworthy Thought could Rain 3 


But if it has been taught by thine 
To make Jeſtings 


Of Proteſtings, 


— 2 Berea 
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And break beth 

| Word and Oath ; 

K eep it ſtill, tis none of mine. 

Yet ſend we back my Heart and Eyes, 

That I may know and ſee thy Lies, 

And may laugh and joy, when chou 
Art in Anguiſh, | 

And doſt languiſh 

For ſome one 
That will none, 


O. prove as falſe as thou art now. 


R OM native Stalk the Province Roſe 
1 pluckt with green Attite, 


But oh! upon its Graces hung 


A Flatus to Def re. | 

A vile, deſtroying, preying Worm, 
Who ſheler'd in the Leaf, 

Had robb'd me of the priſtine Joy, 
And prov'd the lucky Thief. 


So beauteous Nymphs too oft are found 
The vileſt Alan te truſt ; | 


While conſtant Lovers plead in vaing 


And die for being juſt. 
F Phillis denies me Relief, 
If ſhe's angry, I'll ſeek it in Wine? 


Tho' ſhe laughs at my amorous Grief, 
At wy Mirth why ſhould the repine 7 


All the Grief m Soul has in Store: 
My Reaſon I loſt when I lov'd, 
By drinking what _ I do more? 
4 


The ſparkling Champaign fha!l 
- paig remove 


1 * Py » ow 
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As if they had 
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Would Philizs but pity my Pain, 


Or my amorous Vows would approve, 


The Juice of the (tafe I'd diſdain, 


And be drunk with nothing but Love. 


SONG XXIX. 
Ately on yonder ſwelling Bufh, 
Big with many a coming Roſe, 


This early Bud began to bluſh, 


And did but half it ſelf diſcloſe : 
L pluck'd it, tho' no better grown, 
And now you ſee how full 'tis blown. 
Still as I did the Leares inſpire, 

With ſuch a purple Light they ſhone, 

— made of Fire, | 

And ſpreading ſo, would flame anon ; 

All that was meant by Air or Sun, 


To the young Flow'r my Breath has done, 
If our looſe Breath ſo much can do, 


What may the ſame in Forms of Love, 


Of ureſt Love and Muſick too, 


en Flavia it aſpires to move? 


When that which lifeleſs Buds perſuades 
To wax more ſoft, her Youth invades ! 


SONG XXX. 
O, lovely Roſe, 5 


(I Tau her that waſtes her Time and me, 


That now ſhe knows, 


When I reſen.ble her to thee, 
How ſweet and fair ſhe ſcems to be. 


Tell her that's young, 
And ſhuns to have her Graces ſpy'd, 
That hadſt thou ſprung 
In Deſarts, where no Men abide, 
Thou muſt have uncommended dy'd, 
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Small is the Worth 


Of Beauty from the Light retir'd : 


Bid her come forth, | 
Suffer herſelf to be deſir'd, 
And not bluſh to be admir'd. 


SONG XXXI. 
OUNG Corydon and Phillis | 


Sat in a lovely Grove, 
Contriving Crowns of Lilies, 


Repeating Toys of Lo 


But as they were a playing 
x 2 ed to che Saran a 
t ſav'd her plain! in 
Let's kiſs jo ceaſe > Fin. 
A thouſand Times be kiſs'd her, 
Laying her on the Green 
But as he further preſs d her, 
A pretty Leg was ſeen. 
So many Beauties viewing, 
= our ſtill — 
n ater Joys purſuin 
| 12 2 Breaff. | 
A laſt Effort ſhe trying, 
His py to Zane, 
ry'd, but *twas faintly crying, 
9 take away your — 5 
Young Corydon grown bolder, 
The Minutes would improve ; 
This is the Time he told her, 
To ſhew you how I love. 
The Nymph ſeem' d alm oſt dyin 
Diſlolv'd in amorous ous, oh 
She kiſs'd, and told him fighing, 
My Dear your Love is great, 
| C5 
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But Phillis did recover 
Much ſooner than the Swain: 

She, bluſhing, ask'd her Lover, 
Shall we not kiſs again ? 

Thus Love his Revels keeping, 

7 'Till Nature at . yo Fg 
rom Talk they fell ro ſleeping, 

| Holding 3 . 
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AI Y Name is honeſt Harry, 
| And I love little Mary, 


ſpite of Ciſs, or jealous Beſs, 
I have my own Fegary. 


My Love is blithe and buckſome, 
And ſweet and fine as can be, 


Freſh and gay as the Flowr' in May, 
"And looks! ” 


And like Fack-a-Dandy. 


Tha. am ſo true a Lover, | 
III drink my Wine, and nc'er repine, 
And dowa the Stairs I'll move — 


But if that the will love, Sir, 


_— be as _ as may be, 
give her R. ugs, and pretty thing 
And deci der ike a Lad mM 
Her Petticoat like Sattin, 
Her Gown of Crimion Tabby , 
Lac'd 15 before, and ſpangl'd o'er, 
Juſt like a Bartha net Baby. 
With Ribbands ty d together; 


Her Stockings of a cloudy Bl 
1 of Spaniſh Leather, 
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Her Smock of fineſt Holland, 
And lac'd in every Quartier, 
Side and wide, and long enough 
To hang below her . 


Then to the Church I'll have her, 
Where we will wed together, 

An. fo come home when we have done, 
In ſpire of Wi ad and Weather. 

The F:dler. ſhall attend us, | 

And firſt play John come kiſs me, 

And when that we have danc'd around, 
Thea ſtrike up, Hit or miſs me. 

Then hey for little Mary, 

Ties ſhe 1 dove alone, Sir; 

Let auy Man do wiat he can, 
1 will 


will have her, or none, Sir, 
SONG XXXII. 
CN F all the ſimple things we do 


There's no one Folly is ſo true 
As that very bad Bargain a Wife : 
Were juſt like a Mouſe in a Trap, 
Or Vermin caught in a Gin, „ 
We ſweat vnd fret, and try to eſcape, 
And curſe rhe ſad Hour we came in, 


1 gam'd, and drank, anl play'd the Fool, 


And a Thouſand mad Þ rolicks more ; 
I rov'd and rang d, deſpis'd all Rule, 
But I never was marcy'd before : 
This wos the worſt Plague cou'd enſue, 
I'm inew'd in a ſmoak y Houſe; 
Ius'd to tope a Bottle or two, 
But now tis ſmall Beer with my Spouſe. 


My darling Freedom crown'd my Joys, 
And 1 never was vex'd in my Way; 


o rub over a whimſical Life, 
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If now I croſs her Will, ber Voice 
Makes my Lodging too hot for my Stay: 
Like a Fox that is kamyer'4, in vain 
I fret ar my Heart and Sou]; 
Walk to and tro the Length of my Chain, 
Then am fore d to crezp into my Hole. 
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F Oung I am, and yet unskill'd, 
How to make a Lover yield 
How to keep, or how to gain; 
When to love, and when to feign. 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yer am young and true ; 
Exe I can my Soul wif uiſe, 

Aeare my Breaſts, ak roul my Eyes, 
Stay not till L leatn the Way, 

Hou to lie and to betray; 

He that has me firſt is bleſt, 

For I may deceive the reſt. 


Could I find a blooming Youth, 


Full of Love and full of Truth; 


Brisk, and of a janty Mien, 
I ſhou'd long to be Fifteen. 


SONG XXXV. 


E ER, ſee my Seraphina comes, 
Adern d with — Grace; 

Look, Gods, from your celeſtial Domes, 
And view her charming Face. 

Then ſearch, and ſee if you can find 
In all your ſacred Groves, | 

A Nymph, or Goddefs, ſo divine, 
As ſhe whom Strephon loves. 


SONG XXXVI. 


Was when the Seas were roaring 
1 With hollow Blaſts of Wind, | 
A Damſel lay deploring, | 
All on a Rock reclin'd ; 
Wide o'er the foaming Billows 
She caſt a wiſhful Look, 
Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 
That trembled o'er the Brook. 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 
And nine long telious Days; 

Why didſt thou, vent'cous Lover, 

y didſt thou truſt the Seas 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, crucl Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt, 

Ah! what's thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breaſt? 


The Merchant robb'd of Treaſure, 

__ Views Tempeſts in Deſpair ; 

But what's the Loſs of Treaſure, 
To loſing of my Dear 

Shou'd ybvu ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di'monds grow, 

You'd find a richer Maiden, 

But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Hath nothing made in vain ? 
Why thea beneath the Watcr 
Do hideous Rocks reinain? 
No Eyes thoſe Rocks diſcover, 
That lurk. beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 


And leave the Maid to weep. 


All melancholly lying, | 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her Dear, 
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The Dutch udul i ſcau fo weak a Foe, 
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8 * each Blaſt with Sighing, 
ch Billow with a Tear, 


| When o'er the wide Waves ſtooping, 


His 2 ſhe ſpy'd; 
Then, likea Lily drooping, 
She bow'd her Head, and dy'd. 


SONG XXXVII. 


O all ye Ladies now at Land 
| We Men at Sea indire ; 
But fir: woul.l have ye unde: ſtand 
How hard it is to writ. 3 | 
The Muſes now, aud Nertune roo 
We muit 1unplore to write to you, | 
With a fal, la, la. 
For tho' the Muſcs ſhould prove kind, 
And fill our empiy Brain, 
Yet if rough (Neptune 10uze ti:e Wind, 
To wave the 2zure Main, | 
Our Paper, Pen, aud Ink, and we 
Roul up and down our Ships at Sea. 


Then if we write no: by each Poſt, 


Think not we ar: unkind, 


Nor yet conclude 0 Skips are loſt 


By Dutchm?r, u by Wind; 
Our Tears we'll (end a ſreꝛdier Way, 
The Tide ſhall bii;g them tice a Day. 
The King, wit“ Wender and Surprize, 
Will ſwear e S- grow bold, 
Becauſe the 7 ics will higher riſe, 
Than c'er they dill of old, 
But let him know, it is our Tcars, 
Brings Floods of Grief to I hitebal! Stairs, 


Shou'd foggy Opdam cha:ice to know 
Our ſad and tal Stary; 


And quit their Fort at Goree 3 


. 


4 
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Foo what Reſiſtance can they find 
Fiom Men who've leſt Gale owns behind ? 


Let Wind and Weather do its worſt, 


Be you to us but kind 5 
Let Dut:hmen vapour, Spaniards curſe, 
No Sorrow we ſhall find; | 
»Tis then no matter how things go, 
Or who's our Friend, or who's our Foe. 


To paſs our tedious Hours away, 
e throw a merry Main 3 
Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play 
But why ſhould we in vain ; 
Each other's Ruin thus purſue! 
We were undone when we left you! 


But now our Fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And cait our Hopes away, | h 
Whilſt you regardleſs of our Woe, 
Sit careleſs at a Play; | 
Perhaps permit ſome happier Man 
To kiſs your Hand, or flirt your Fan, 


When any mournful Tune you hear, 


That dies in ev'ry Note, | 
As if it ſigh'd with each Man's Care, 
For being ſo remote 3 | 


Think chen how often Love we've made 


To you, when ali thoſe Tunes were play d. 


3 ou cannot refuſe 
o think of our Diſtreſs, 


, When we for Hopes of Honour loſe 


Our certain Happineſs ; 
All thoſe Deſigns are but to prove 
Ourſelves more worthy of your Love. 


And now we'vetold you all our Loves, 
And likewiſe all cur Fears ; 
In hopes this Declaration moves 


SomePity for our Tears; 
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Let's hear of no Inconſtaney, 
We have too much of that at Sea. 


SONG XXXVIIL 


. we've made our Hay, 


The Sun in Haſte 
Drives to the Weſt, 


With Sports conclude the Da 


Let every Man chuſe out his Lite, 
And then ſalute her on the Graſs; 
5 And when you find, 

25 She's coming kind, 
Let not that Moment paſs. 


CHORUS. 


Nell toſs off our Bowls to true Love and H ono, 
To all kind loving Girls and the Lord of the Manor 


At Night when round the Hall we're ſat 


With good brown Bowls, 
To chear our Souls, 
An] raiſe a merry Chat; | 
When Blood grows warm, and Love runs high, 
And Jokes about the Table fly; 
| Then we retreat, 
| And that repeat, 
Which all would gladly try. 
Let lazy Great ones of the Town 
Drink Night away, 
1 And ſleep all Day, 
Till Gouty they are grown: 
| Qur nightly Sports ſuch Vigour give, 
That oftentimes we do revive, 
And kiſs our Dames 
With ſtronger Flames 


Than any Prince alive. 
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SONG XXXIX. 


W Hen —_— Roaſt Beef was the Engliſh- 
man's ood, 

It ennobled our Veins, and enriched our Blool, 

Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were 

Oh the Roaſ Beef 

And Old Engliſh 


But fince we have learn'd from all-conqu'ring 


Lo eat their Ragouſts as well as to dance [ France, 


We are fed up with nothing but vain Complai- 
Oh the Roaſt Beef, & e. [ ſance, 
Our Fathers of oli were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 
And mage open Houſe with good Cheat all Day 
_ | 


Which Ss their plump Tenants rejoice in this. 
Ch the Roaſt Beef, &c. [Song, 


But now we are dwindled to what ſhall I name, 
A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten and tame, 


Who fully thoſe Honours that once ſhone in fame, 


Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 
Fee Cora ueen Elix abeth (at on the Throne, 


EreC 
The World was in Terror, if e er ſhe did frown, 
Ob the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


In thoſe Days, if Fleets did preſume on the Main, 


They ſeldom or never return'd. back again, 
As Witneſs the vaunting Armada of Saia, 
Ob the Roaſt Beef, &c. | | 


Oh then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 

And when Wrongs were a cooking, to do thems 
ſelves right, | 

But now we're a=—l could, but good Night) 

Oh the Roaſt Beef of Ol England, 

And Ol Engliſh Roaſt Beef. 


— 


ee and Tea, and ſuch Slip - ſlops were known, 
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| SONG XL 


HE N Fanny blooming fair, 
F * my raviſa'd Sight, 
Cavght with her Shape and Air, 
I felt a ſtrange delight: 
Whilſt cagetly I gaz'd, 
Admiring ev'ry Part, 
And ev'ry Feature prais'd, 
Sheitole into my Heart. 


In her bewitehing Eyes, 
Voung — 4 Loves appears 
There Cupid basking lies, 
His ©! afts are hoarded there : 
Her blooming Checks are dy d 
With Colour all their own, 
Excelling far the Pride 

Of Roſes newly blown. 


hor — _ . confeſs 
he lucky han n 

Her 8 all aff ca | 

The beauteous Queen of Love : 

What Flames my Nerves invades, 

When I behold & Breaſt, 

Of that too lovely Maid, 

Riſe ſuing to be preſt. 


Vemms round Fanny's Waiſt 
Hath her own Ceftus Bound, 
With Guardian Cupids grac'd, 
Who ſport the circle round : 
How happy will he be, 
Who ſhall her Zone unlooſe, 
That Bliſs to all but me 
May Heav 'n and the refuſe, 
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_ _$ONG XII. 5 
OW happy a State does the Miller pofſeſs, 
Who wou d be no greater, nor feats to be leſs. 
On his Mill and himſel: he depends for Support, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at Court, 


What tho' he all duſty, and whiten'd does go, 
The more he is powa:r'd, the mare like a B-aug 
A Clown in this Dreſs may be honeſter far, 
Than a Courtier who ſtruts in a Garter and Star, 
Than, &. 


Tho his Hands are ſo daub'd they re not fit to be 
The Hands of his Betters are not very clean; ¶ ſeen, 
A Palm more Polite may as dirtily deal, [ Meal. 
Gold in Handling will ſtick to the Fingers like 
Whar if then a Pudding for Dinner he lacks, 

He cribs withour ſcruple from other Men's Sacks, 
In this of right noble Examples be brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other Men's Bags. 


Or ſhou'd he endeayour to heap an Eſtate, 

In this too he mimicks the Tools of the State 3 
Whoſe Aim is alone their Coffers to fill, 

As all his Concern's to bring Griſt to his Mill. 


He Eats when he's Hungry, he Drinks when he's 


| FS when he's wary contented does lye 3 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing, 
If ſo happy a Miller, then who'd be a King. 


SONG XLII. 


"HE Charms of Florime! 
| No Force of Time or Art, 
Shall ſever from my Heart; 
But ever to the World I'll tell, es 
T The Charms of Beauteous Floriwel. 
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Fach Rock, and Sunny Hill, 
Tae flow'ry Meads and Grov cs, 
Shall ſay Alyrtillo Loves; 

And Fcha ſhall be taught to tell, 
The Charms, &c. 


Each Tree within the Vale, 
That on its Banks doth wear 
The Triumphs of my Fair; 
To future Times in Verſe ſhall tell 
The Charms, &c. 


Each Brook and purling Rill, 
Shall on its bubling Steam, 
Convey the Virgin's Name 
And as it rolls in murmurs tell 


The Charms, &c. 


The Sylvan Gods that dwell, 
Amidſt this Sacred Grove, 
Shall wonder at my Love; 
 Whilt ev'ry Sound confpircs to tell, 
The Charms of Ecauteous Flurimel, 


| SONG XLIL 


| Hoſts of ev'ry O:cupation, 
Lv'ry Rank, and ev'ry Nation, 
Some with Cri nes all ſoul and ſported, 
Some to happier Climes alloited, 
Prefs che Siygian Lake to paſs. 


Here a Soldier roars I ke Thunder, 
Pirates of Wenches, Wine, and Plunder: 
Stateſ nen here the Times acculing 3 
Poeus Senſe for Rhimes abuſing; 
Lawyers chatt'ring, 
Courtiers flatt ting, 
Bullies ranting, 
Zealots cauting, | 
Knaves and Fools of e'cry Claſs! 


„ 
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SONG XLIV. 
| T H US Damon knock'd at Culia's Door, 


The Sign was ſo: 
| She anſwered, No, 
n d 
gain he ſigh'd, again he pray” 
No, Ds no, 1 afratd y , 
Conſider, Damon, I'm a Maid: 
Conſider, 


No, &c. 


| Oung Philoret and Cælia met 
Y In an old ſhady Grove, 
The Nymph was coy 
The amorous Boy 


Still Ggh'd, and 1alk'd of Love. 


He prais'd her Face, her Air, her Grace, 
Her lovely charming Mien, 8 

And ſwore ſhe was the brighteſl Laſs 
That tripp'd it on the Green, 


Wich artful Tongue the Shepherd ſung, 
And told a — * Tale ; 2 
But all his Art 
Cou'dn't touch her Heart, 
Nor all his Skill prevail. | 


OR — — 
Y _ _—_—_ 
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Th' inſulting Fair, with ſcornful Air, 
Still neck A the lov=-!.ck Swain, 
| Aud while he tigh'd, 
She Full te ly 4, 
Sh'ad Pleaſure in his Pan. 


SONG XLVI. 


| Oang C:,2 one Day wily, 
Auen well di dembled Art, 
Let fly an Arrow ſlily. 
And picre'd me to the Heart: 


A while I {.gh'd, grew ſtupid ; 


But to - Scores w:t). Capid, 
I found a Way, which toon I'll try, 
Since Reaſon takes my Part, 


I'll ſteal away his Arrows, 
And ſweet Revenge purſue : 


With Womens Hearts ['i] head 'em, 


And then they'll ne'er fly true. 
. SONG XLVII. 


| F Rom roſie Bowers, where ſleeps the Cod of 


Hither ye little waiting Cupids fly; (Love: 


| Teach me in ſoft melodious Song to move 


With tender Paſſion my Heart's darling Joy 
Ah! let the Soul of Muſick tune my Voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who my Soul enjoys. 


Or if more influencing | 
Is to be brisk and airy, 

With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Frisk from the Ground, 
Tu trip like an Fairy. 


As once en Ida dancin 


Were three celeſtial ies, 
With an Air and a Face, 
And a Shape and a Grace, 

Vil ebarm like Beauty's Goddeſs. 


2 
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Ah! ah! 'tis in vain, tis all in vain, 

Death and Dei ir wuſt en. te fatal Vain 

Cold Deſpair diiguis d like F. oſt and Cu aud 
Rain, [bow 

Falls on ny Breaſt; bleak Winds in Teapelts 

My Vein: ali ſi:;v-1, and my Firpers , ih 

My Pulſe b:ois a d. an Mich tor loſt R pofe, 

And to a ſ. lid Luwp ot Ice my poor tond Heart 
is froze, | | 


Or ſay, ye Powers, iy Peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw my ſelf, or drown : 2 
Amongſt the foaming Billows, | 

Increaſing all with Tears 1 ſhed 
On Beds ot Ooze and Chryſtal Piltows, 

Lay down my love-ſick Head. 


No, no, I'll ſtrait run mad, 


That ſoon my Heart will warm 3 
When once the Senſe is fled, 
Love has no Pow'r to charm : 


| Wild thro' the Woods I'll fly, 


Each ſlender Finger 


Robes, Locks ſhall thus be tore, 


A thouſand Deaths III die, 


Ere thus in vain adore. : 
SONG XLVIII. 


\ T Noon on a ſultry Summer's Day, | q 
The brighter Lady of the May, = 

oung Chloris innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a Shade. 
plaid its Part 

With ſuch ARivity and Art, 
As would inflame a youthful Heart, 

And warm the moſt decay d. 


Her fav'rite Swain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 


Let when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, | 


She would have ſeem'd afraid. 
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She let her Ivory Needle fall, 

And husl'd away the twiſted Ball: { 

But ſtrait gave Strephon ſuch a Call, { 
As wou d have rais'd the Dead. | 

Dear gentle Youth, is't none but thee? 1 

With Innocence 1 dare be free: 

By fo much Truth ard Modelty 
No Nymph was eber betray d. 


tn? ind wd hood A424 nd hd Ot a Ga 


Come, lean thy Head upon my Lap, | 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks 1 ſtroke and clap; 
"Thou may it ſ:curely take a Nap : 
Which be, poor Fool, obey'd. 


Ste ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 

And found him fait aſleep all o'er: 

She ſigh'd, and could endure no more, 
But itartivg up, ſhe ſaid, 


Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be; 

Fot this thy dull Fidelity, | 

I'll truſt thee with m Flocks, not me: 
Purſue thy grazing Trade. | 


Go, milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, K 

And watch all Night thy Flocks to keep ; 

Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aileep = 7 
By me, miſtaken Maid. | 


SONG XLIX. 
Rom grave Leiſons and Reſtraint, 1 


I'm ſtole out to revel here, 
Yet I tremble and I pant, 
In the Middle of the Fair. 


Oh ! wou'd Fortune in my Way A 
Throw a Lover kind and gay, 
Now's the Time he ſoon may move D 


A young Heart unus'd to Love, 
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Shall I venture? no, no, no; 
Shall I from the Danger go? 
Oh! no, no, no, ne, no; | 
I muſt not try, I cannot fly. 


Help me, Nature, help me Art, 
Why ſhould 1 deny my Hearne? 
If a Lover will purſue, 
Like the wiſeſt bs me do, 
I will fit him if he's true, 
Ii he's falſe I'll fit him too. 
SONG . 
HLOE be kind, no more perplex me, 
Slight not my Love at ſuch a Rate; 


Should I your Scorn return, 'twou'd vex ye, 
Love much abus'd will turn to Hate. 


How can you, lovely charming Creature, 

Put on the Look of cold Diſdain? 

Women were firſt deſign'd by Nature, 
To give a Pleaſure, not a Pain: 


Kindneſs creates a Flame that's laſting, 
When other Charms are fled away 
Think on the Time we now are waſting, 


Throw off thoſe Frowns, and Love obey, 


SONG LI. 


5 WAs on a River's verdant Sid 
About the cloſe of Day 
A dying Swan with Muſick y d 
o chaſe her Cares away: 

And tho” ſhe ne'er had ſtrain'd her Throat, 

Or tun'd her Voice before, 
Death, raviſh'd with ſo ſweet a Note, 

A. while the Stroke forbore. 

o 


— 
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| Farewe!, the cry d, ye filver Streams, 


Ye puling Waves, adieu, 
Wheie habn us'd to dart his Beams, 
And bleſt both me and you. 


Voerewel, ye tender whiſtling Reeds, 
Soft Scenes of happy Love; 

Farewcl, ye bright enamell'd Meads, 
Where | was wont to rove. 


With you I muſt no more converſe, 
Look, yonder ſeiting Sun 

Waits, while I thete laſt Notes rehearſe, 
And then he muſt be gone, 


Movrn not, my kind and conſtant Mate, 
We'll meet again below: 


| It is the kind Decree of Fate, 


And I with Pleaſure go. 


While thus ſhe ſung, upon a Tree 
Within th* adjacent Wood, 


To hear her mournful Melody 


A Stork attcntive ſtood: 


From whence, thus to the Swan ſhe ſpoke: 
What means this Song of Joy? 


Ils it, fond Fool, fo kind a Stroke 


That does thy Life deſtroy ? 


Turn va. k, deluded Bird, and try. 
To keep thy fleeting Breath, 
It is a diſmal thing to die; 
Aud Pieaſure ends in Death. 


Baſe Stork, the Swan reply'd, give o'er, 
Thy Arguments are vain | 

If after Death we are no more, 
Yet we arc ſree from Pain. 
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But there are ſoft Elyſian Shades, | 
And Bow'rs of kind Repoſe, 


Where never any Storm invaces, 
Nor Tempeſt ever blows. 


There in cool Streams, and ſhady Woods, 
I'll ſport the Time away; | 
Or, ſwimming down the Che ſtal Floods, 

Among young Halcyons play. 
Then pr'ythee ceaſe, or tell me why 

I have ſuch Cauſe to grieve, 
Since 'tis a Happineſs to die, 

And it's a Pain to live. 


SONG LI 


Right was the Morning, cool was the Air, 
1 was all the Sky, 
When on the Waves I left my Dear, 
The Center of my Joy; | 
Heaven and Nature ſmiling were, 
And nothing ſad but I. e 
Each roſie Field did Odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the Shore 
Each River-God roſe from his Bed, 
And ſigh'd, =_ ons 75 _y 3 
Curling their Waves they deck'd their Heads, 
As — of what they bore. N 
So when the fair Egyptian Queen 
Her Heroe went to ſee, 71 
Cidnus ſwell'd o'er her Banks with Pride, 
As much in Love as he, | 


Glide on, ye Waters, bear theſe Lines, 
| ag yon — how diſtreſs' d; | 
Dear all my Sighs, ye gentle Wind 
HS _ — 1.4. Breaſt: 5 

ell her, if c'er ſhe proves unkind, 

I never ſhall W | 
| "Da. 


NMuſt on her di 
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SONG III. 


7 E twice ten hundred Deities 
To whom we daily ſacrifice; 
Ye Pow'rs that dwell with Fates below, 
And ſee wat Men are duom'd to do; 
Where Elements in Difedrd dwell, 
Thou God of Steep, arie, and tell, 
Tell great Jem] valla what ſtrange Fate 
(mal Viſion wait. 


By the ercaking of the Toad, 
In their Caves that make abode 3 
Earthiy Dan that pants for Breath, 
With her ſwell'd Sides full of Death; 
By the creited Adder's Pride, 
That along the Cliffs do glide ; 
By thy Vitagd fierce and black 
By the Death - Head on thy Back; 
By the twiſted Serpents, plac'd 
For a Girdle rbund thy Waiſt 5 
By the Hearts bf Gold, that deck 
Thy Breait, thy Shoulders, and thy Neck: 
From thy ilzepy Manſon riſe, ES 
And open thy unwilling Eyes; 
While bubbling Springs Keir Muſick kerp, 


That uſe to lull thee in thy ſleep, es” 
SONG LIV. To you fair Ladies, &c. 


=; H EN as Corruptich hence did 
W And left pros = rk free, * 


When Ay ſaid Ay, and No ſaid No, 
Wichout a Place ot Fee; 

Then Satan, thinking things went ill, 

© cnt forth his Spirit call'd Quadrille; 


Aa drill, Qadrille, Qeadsrille. 
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Kings, Queens, and Rua ves, made up his Pack, 


And ſour fair Suits he wore, 

His Troops they were with Red and Black 
All blotch'd and ſpotted o'er : 

And ev'ry Houſe, go where you will, 

| Is haunted by this Lap, Quaarville. 

Sure Cards he has for ev'ry thing, 
Which well Cuurt-Cards they name, 

Aud, Stateſman-like, calls in the King, 
Jo help out a bad Gamez 

but if the Parties manage ill, 

The King is fore d to loſe Codilie. 


When two and two were met of old, 
Tho' they ne er meant to marry, 
They were in Cupid's Books enroll d, 
And call'd a Party Quare; | 
But now, meet when and where you will. 
A Party Quare is Nuadrille. N 
The Commoner, the Knight and Peer, 
Men of all Ranks and Fame, 
Leave to their Wives the only Care 
To propagate their Name; | 
And well chat Duty they fulfil, 
While the good Husband's at Qradrille, 


When Patient lies in piteous Caſe, 
In comes th' Apothecary, 

And to the Doftor cries, alas! 
Non debes Quadrillare ! 

The Paticnt dies without a Pill, 

For why ? the DoRor's at Quadxille. 


Should France and Spain again grow loud, 
The Muſcovite grow louder, | 
Britain, to curb her Neighbours proud, 
Would want both Ball and Powder ; 
Muſt want both Sword and Gun to kill, 
For why ? the Gen'ral's at Quadrille. 
„ 5 
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The King of late drew forth his Sword, 
(Thank God, *rwas not in Wrath) 
Ard made of many a *Squire and Lord, 
An unn aſſi'd Knight of Bath; 
What are theſe Feels of Arms and Skill ? 
Icy tte but Nine Parties at Qxadriile. 
X Varty late at Cambray met, 
Which drew 411 Zxropz's Eyes; 
Tus cd, in %- Loy and Garitte, 
Ihe Nnadry;'e Allies: | 


But ſomebody to nk ſomething ill, 


So broke this Party at Quadrille. 

And nom Cod ſave this noble Realm, 
And Cod fave eke Hanover, 

And God fave thoſe who hold the Helm, 
When es the King goes over; 

But let the King go where he wall, 

His Subjects mult play at Qza 4rille. 


SONG LV. Chevy Chaſe. 
T O Loidlings proud I tune my Song: 
Who fe: ft in Bow'r or Hall; 


| Tho' Dukes they be, yet Dukes ſhall ſce 


That Pride will have a Fall. 


No that this ſame it is right ſoath, 


Full plain it doth appear, 


From what beſel the Duke of Guiſe, 


And Ati of Lancaſtere. 


When Richerd cany de Lyon reign'dy 


 (Wnich means a Lyon's Heart) | 
Like him his Barons rag'd and roar'd, 
Each play'd a Lyon's Part. | 
A Word and Blow was then enough, 
Such Honour did them prick, 
fyou but turn'd your Cheek, a Cuff, 
Aud if your A2, a Kick. 
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Look in their Face, they tweak'd your Noſe, 
At ev'ry Turn fell to't: 

Come near, they trod upon your Toes; 
They fought from Head to Foot, ö 


Of theſe, the Duke of Laneaſt ere 
Stood Paramount in Pride; | 
He kick'd and cuff d, and tweak'd aud trod 
His Foes and Friends beſide. 


Firm on his Front his Beaver fat, 
So broad, it hid his Chin; 

For why ? he thought no Man his Mate, 
And f:ar'd to tan his Skin, 


With $aniſh Wooll he dy'd lis Check, 
With Eilence oil'd his Hair ; 7 
No vizen Civet-Cat more ſweet, 
Nor more could ſcraich and tear. 


Night tall he made himſcif to ſhow, 
Tho' made full ſhort by Gd; 
And when all other Dukes did bow, 
Tunis Duke did only nod, | 


Yet courteous, blithe, and debonair 
To Guiſe's Duke was he; 
Never was ſuch a loving Pair, 


Why did they diſagree? 


Oh! thus it was, he lov'd him dear, 
And caſt how to requite him; 
And having no Friend left but this, 
He deem d it meet to fight him. 


Forthwith he drench'd his deſp'rate Quill, 
And thus he did invite: | 
This Eve at Whisk ourſelf will play, 
Sir Duke, be here to Night, 


C 4 
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Ah no! ah no; the guileleſs Guiſe 
Demurc ly did teply; 

I cannot go, nor yet can ſtand, 
So ſore the Gout have I. 


The Duke in Wrath call'd for his Steeds, 
And fiercely drove them on | 

Lord! Lord! how rattled then thy Stones, 
O Kingly Kenfington ! | 


All in a trice on Gmiſe he ruſh'd, 
Thruſt out his Lady dcar 5 

He tucak'd fis Noſe, trod on his Toes, 
And ſmote him on the Ear, 


But mark! How inidſt of Victory, 

Fate ſhews an old Dog - trick; | 

Up leap'd 2 n, and knock'd kim down, — 
And ſo down fell Duke Mic. 1 


Alas, oh Nic ! ob Nic, alas! Li 
| Right did thy Goflip call thee | | 
As who ſhall ſay, alas! the Day, | 
When John of G:iſe ſhall maul thee : ; | 
For on thee did he clap his Chair, = 
And on that Chair did fit 


And look'd as if he meant therein 

| To do what was not fit. 

Up didſt thou look, oh woful Duke 
Mouth yet durſt not ope, 


Certes, for fear of finding there 
AT- -- inſtead of Trope. 


Lie there, thon Caitiff vile (quoth Guiſe) 
« No Sheet is here to ſave thee, 

* The Caſcmeut it is ſhut likewiſe, 
« Beneath my Feet I have thee, 


. If thou haſt aught to ſay, now ſpeak, 
Then Lanca;iers did cry, 
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4 Know 'ſt thou not me, nor yet thy ſelf, 
6 Who thou, and whom am I ? 


© Know'ſt thou not me, who (God be praise d) 
_ © Have bawl'd and quarrell'd more | 
© Than all the Line of Lancaſt:re 
© That battled herctofore ? 


In Senates fam'd for many a Speech, 
© And what ſome Awe muſt give ye, 
„Tho laid thus low beneath thy Breech, 
«* Still of the Council Privy. 


© Still of the Duchy Chancellor, 
« Durante Life I have it, | 

% And turn (as now thou do'ſt on me) 
„Mine A ·· oon them that gave it. 


But now the Servants they ruſh'd in, 
And Duke Nic up leap'd he; 

6 I will not cope againit ſuch Odds, 

„ But Guiſe, I'll fight with ithce, 


10 To morrow with thee will I fight 
„ Under the Green-woovd=trec ; 

% No, not to morrow, but to niglit | 
& (Quoth Guiſe) I'll fight with thee. 


And now the Sun declining low, 
Beſtreak'd with Blood the Skies, 
When with his Sword at Sad.ile-bi. vr 

Rode forth the valiant Guiſe. 
Full gently praunc'd he on the Laus. 
Ofc toul'd his Eyes around, | 
And from his Stiirup ſtreteh d to fiz.o 
Who was not to be found. 
Long brandiſh'd he the Blade in Air, 
Long look'd the Field all oer, 
At length he ſpy'd the merry Men browu, 
Aud eke the Coach * Fout. 
| | . 
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From out the Bot hold Nicholas 
Did wave lis W..ud ſo white, 
As pointing out tlc gloomy Glade 

Whereat le meant to fight. 


All in that dreadful Hour ſo calm 
W.s Lancer to ſee, 

As if he meant to take the Air, 
Or oniy take a Fee. 


And ſo he did; for to Net Court 
His trowling Wheels they run, 

Not that he ſhunn'd the doubtful Strife, 

But Bus'acſo muſt be done. OD 


Back in the dark, by Brompton Park, 

He turn'd vp thro! the Gore, 

80 ſlunk to Camb1es Houſe fo high, 
All in his Coach and Four, | 


Mean while Duke Cuiſe did fret and fume, 


A Sight it was to ſee, 
Benumm'd bencath the Ev'ning Dew 
Under the Green-wood Tree. 


Then wet and wcary home he far'd, 
Sore mutt'ting all the way, 

The Day I maet :\'ic, he ſhall rue 
The Cudgel of that Day, 


Mean time on ev'ry Piſſing · Poſt 
Paite we this Recceant's Name, 
So that each Piſſer-by ſhall read, 
And piſs agaiaſt the ſame, 

Now God preſerve our gracious King, 
* 
May learn this Leſſon from Duke Nic, 

| That P;ide will have a Fall. 
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WW HEN Cher we ply 
We ſwear we ſhall die, N 

Her Eyes do our Hearts ſo enthrall; | 
But tis for her Pclf, | | 
And not for her feif : 

TTis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


The Mailens are coy, 
They'll piſh and they'll fie 
And ſwear if you're rude they will call: 
But whiſper ſo low, | 
By which you may know, 


Tis all Artifice, Acifice all. 


My Dear, the Wives cry, 
If ever you die, 
To marry again I ne'er ſhall; 
But leſs than a Year 
Will make ir appear, 
sTis all Actifice, Artifice all. 


In Matters of State, 
And Party Debate, 
For Church and for Juſtice we brawl: 
But if you'll attend, . - - 
You'll find in the End, 1 


Tis all Artifice, Artiſice all. 1 
SONG LVII. g 
Wy Ranſported with Pleaſure, i 


I gaze on my Treaſare, 

And raviſh my Sight; 
While ſhe gaily ſmiling, | 
My Anguiſh beguiling, f 
Augments my Delight. | 4 
How bleſt is the Lover i 
Whoſe Torments arc over, 


- K — — — 8 — _ 
» ” Ad 2 : ** - — 
* * | * wt I 2 

— 


2 3 3 — — 


60 The 8 v RE x. 
His Fears and his Pains: 
When Beauty relenting 


Repays with conlemting 
Her Scorn and Diſdain. 


SONG LVIII. 


AST Sunday at St. James's Pray'rs, 
The Prince and Princeſs by, 
I, dreſs'd in all my Whale-bone Airs, 
Sat in a Cloſet nigh. | 


I bow'd my Knees, I held my Book, 
Read all the Anſwers o'er; 
But was prevented by a Look, 


Which picrc'd me from the Door, 


High Thoughts of Heav'n I came to uſe, 
With the devouteſt Care, 


Which gay young Strephon made me loſe, 


And all the Raptures there. 


He went te hand me to my Chair, 
And bow'd with courtly Grace; 


Zut whiſper'd Love into mine Ear, 


Too warm for that grave Place. 


Love, Love, ſaid he, by all ador d, 


My tender Heart has won: 
Bur I grown peeviſh at the Word, 
Defir'd he might be gone. 


He went quite out of Sight, while L 


A kinder Anſwer meant; 
Nor did I for my Sins, that Day, 
By half ſo much repent. 


| HEN bright Aurelia tript the Plain 
How chearful then was ſeen 
The Looks of er'ry jolly Swain, 
T hat ſtrove Aurelia's Heart to gain; 
With Gambols on the Green 


Their Sports were innocent and gay, 
Mist with a manly Air; 

They'd ſing and dance, and pipe and play, 

Each ſtrove to pleaſe ſome diff tent way 

This dear enchanting Fair. 

Th' ambitious Strife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, | 

Till Phaon's tunetul Voice and Lyre 

With ſofteſt Muſick did inſpire 
Her Soul to gen'rous Love. 


Their wonted Sport the reſt declin'd, 
Their Arts prov d all in vain 

Aurelia's conſtant now they find, 

The more they languiſh and repive, 
The more ſhe loves the Swain. 


E T's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think 
How the World is rul'd by Aſſes, 

And the Wiſe are ſway d by Chink. 
Let not ſuch vain Thoughts 5 
Riches are to us 1 188 

We are all as rich as Crueſus, 
Drink away, and drive off Care. 


Wine makes us as freſh as Roſes, Z 
And our Sorrows quite forget; 

Come, let's fuddle all our Noſes, 
Drink our ſclves quite out of Debt. 

When grim Death is looking for us, 

9 o'er our * 

Bacchus joining in the Chorus, 

Cries, Death, begone, here's none but Souls, 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling Death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding, 


Drinking Souls can nc. er die. 
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|\OME, fair one, be kind, 
You never ſhall find 
A Fellow fo fit for a Lover; 
The World ſhall view 
My Pafſion for you, 
But never my Paſlion diſcover. 


I ſtill will complain 
Of Frowns and Diſdain, 
Tho“ I revel thro all your Charms; 
The World ſhall declare 
I die with Deſpair, 


When only 1 die in your Arms. 


1 ſtill will adore, 
And love more and more; 

But, by Fore, if you chance to prove cruel, 
I'll g-t me a Miſs, 


That freely will kiſs, | 
Tho! after 1 drink Water-gruel. 


Ould you know how we meet o'er our jolly 


full Bowls? 


As we mingle our Liquors, we wingle our Souls: 


The ſharp melts the tweet, the kind ſmooths the 


ſtrong, 


And nothing but Friendſhip grows all the Night 


lon 


We wink, laugh, and celebrate ev'ry Deſice 5 
Love only remains our unquenchable Fire. 


SONG IXIII. 
Hat ſhall Ido to ſhew hov: much 1 love her? 


How many Millions of b iglis can't ſu ſice? 
That which wias ocherlTearts can never move her; 


Thoſe co. amon Methods of Love ſhe'll deſpiſe. 


2 


| 
= 
1 
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1 will love more than Man e'er lov'd before me, 
Gaze on her all the Day, melt all the Night; 
"Till for her own ſake, at laſt ſhe'll implore me 
To love her leſs, to preſerve our Delight. 
<i:ce Gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 
Men muſt have breathing Recruits for new Joys: 
I wiſh my Love could be always improving, 
Tho' eager Love more than Sorrow deſtroys. 
In fair Aurelia's Arms leave me expiring, 
To be embalm'd by the Sweets of her Breath 3 


To the laſt Moment I'll ſtill be deſiring, 


Never had Heroe ſo glorious a Death. 


| SONG LXIV. 
A Stippling F-by was jogging on 
A * Ae Ros Niphes ty 
With tott'ring Pace, and fiery Face, 
Suſjicious of high, Flight: 
The Guards whu took him by his Look, 
For {ome chief Firebrand, 
Ask d whence he came, what was his Name, 
Who are you? ſtand, Friend, ſtand ! 
I'm going home, from Meeting come ! 
Ay, ſays one, that's the Caſe, 
Some Meeting be has burnt, you ſee, 
The Flame's ſtill in his Face. 
John thought twas time to purge his Crime, 
And ſaid, my chief Intent | 
Was to alluwage my thirity Rage 
Uth' Meeting that I meant. 
Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in 
Says one, piay let us know, | 
That we may find how you're inclin'd, 
Are you ri.gh Church or Low ? 
Job. ſaid to that, I'll tell you whats 
To end Debates and Strife, 


vain, 


All 1 can ſay, this is tlie Way 


I ſteer my Courſe of Liſe, 
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I ne'er to Bory, nor Burgeſs go, 
To Steeple-houſe nor Hall ; 
The brisk Barbell beſt ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, d'ye call ? 
Gueſs then am 1 Low Church or High, 
From that Tow'r or no Steeple, 
Whoſe merry Toll exalts the Soul, 
And muſt make high-flown People. 


The Guards came on, and look'd at John, 
With Countenance molt pleaſant : 

By Whiſper round they all ſoon found, 
He was no damag'd Peaſant: 

Thus while John ſtood, the beſt he cou'd, 
Expefting their Deciſion, 

Damn him, ſays one, let him be gone, 
He's of our own Religion. 


SON G LXV. | 
Quire of bright Beauties in Spring did ap- 


Sar, 
To chats a May-Lady to govern the Year; 
All the Nymphs were in white, and the Shep- 
herds in green, 
The Garland was given, and Phillrs was Queen; 
But Phillis reſus d it, and fighing did ſay, | 
Il not wear a Garland while Pan is away, 


While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from the Shore, 

The Graces are baniſh'd, and Love is no mote: 
The ſoft God of Pleaſure that warm'd our Deſires, 
Flas broken his Bow, and extinguiſh'd his Fires; 


And vows that himſelf and his Mother will 


mourn, f 
Till Pan and fair Syrian x in Triumph tet urn. 


Forbear your Addreiles, and court us no more, 


For we will perform what the Deity ſwore ; 


8 
27 
Y 
1 


But if you dare think of deſerving our Charms, 
Away withyour Sheep-hooks, and take to your 


Arms : 


Then Laurels and Myrtles your Brows ſhall adorn, 


When Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return, 


SONG LXVI. 


W Hilſt I foundly view the Charmer, 
Thus the God of Love I ſue ; 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
Cupid, if you love me, do: 
Of a Thouſand Smiles bereave her, 
Rob her Neck, her Lips, her Eyes; 
The Remainder fill will leave her 
Pow'r enough to tytannize. 


Shape and Feature, Flame and Paſſion 
Still in ev'ry Breaſt will move; 
More is Supererogation, 
Mere Idolatry of Love ; 
You may dreſs a World of Chloe's 
In the Beauty ſhe can ſpare 3 
Hear him Cupid, who no Foe is 
To your Altars, or the Fair, 


Fooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made Reply 3 
Do Florella's Charms diſpleaſe ye? 
Die then, fooli ſ Mortal, die: 
Fancy not that I'il deprive her, 
Of the captivating Store 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
| Twenty Thouſand Beauties more, 
Were Florella proud and ſoure, 
Apt to mock a Lover's Care, 
Juſtly then you'd pray, that Power 
Should be taken from the Fair. 
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But tho' I ſ:read a Blemiſh o'er her, 
No Relief in that youll find, 

Sill, fond Shepherd, you'd adore her 

For the Beauties of her Mi:d, 


SONG LXxVII. 
Oung Cupid I find 
To ſubdue me inclin'd, 
Lut at length I a Stratagem found, 
That will rid me of him, 
Fo. I'll drink to the Brim 


A 4 unleſs he can ſwim, 
He like other Puppies will drown. 


SONG LXVIII. 
V H F.N the bright God of Day 


Drove to well ward each Ray, 
And the Evening was charming and clear, 
The Suallous amain 
Nimbly im o'er the Plain, 


And our Shadows like Giants appear. 


In a jeſſamine Bow'r, 
When the Bean was in Flow'r 
And Zephyr breath'd Odours around; 
Lovely Sylvia was ſat, 
With a Song and Spinnet | 
To charm all the Grove with the Sourd. 


Roſie Btwers ſhe ſung, 
While the Harmony rung, 
And the Birds they all flutt'ring ſtrive; 
T' induſtrious Bees, | 
From the Flowers and Trees, 
Gently hum with the Sweets to their Hive, 


The pay God of Love, 
As he tang'd o'er the Grove, 
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By Zephyr eondu ted along 3 
As ſhe touch'd o'er the Strings, 
He beat Time with his Wings, 
And Echo repeated the Song. 


Oh ! ye Rovers, beware 
How ye venture too near, 
Love is doubly arm'd for to wound; 
| Your Fate you can't ſhun, 
And you're ſurely undone, 
If you raſhly approach near the Sou ad. 1 
SONG LXIX. 1 
EE, Sirs, ſee here! a Doktor rare, 
i > Who trareis much at home! 
Here take ny Pills, they cure all Ills, 
Pait, preſent, and to come; 
The Cramp, the Stitch, the Squirt, the Iich, 4 
The Gont, the Stone, the Pox, 1 
The Mulligrubs, the bonny Scrubs, þ 
And all Pandora's Pox. 85 


Thouſands I've diſſected, 
Thouſands new ercQed, 5 | 4 
And ſuch Cures eifeRted, 1 
As none eer can tell; 
Let the Palſy ſhake ye, | 4 
Let the Cholick rake ye, | 
Let the Crinkums break ye, | - 
Let the Murrain take ye, | | 
Take this, take this, and you are well. 
Thouſands, &c. | | 
Ccme Wits ſo keen, devonr'd with Spleen, 
And Beaus who've ſprain'd your Backs, 
Big belly'd Maids, old founder'd fades, 
And pepper'd Vizard C. acks; 
ſoon remove the Pains of Love, 


And cure the love-fick Maid, 


58 The SY n E N. 


The Yung, the Old, the Hot, the Cold, 

The Living and the Dead; 

Lelear the Laſs with Wainſcot Face, 
And from Pimgennets free, 

Plump Ladies red like Saracen's Head 
With toping Ratafic, 

This with a Jirk will do your Work, 
And \:ouc ye o'er bad | o'r; 

Read, judge, and try; and if yon die, 
Never believe me moe. 


| But 
SONG LXX. Nonſenſical Folks, &c. 1 
Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 4 
B-gun with a Trifle, and ended: — 4 
All triflivg People draw near, 14 
And 1 mall be nobly attended. | 
Were it not for Trifles a few, A 
That lately have come into Play, { 
The Men would want ſomething to do, IB. 
And the Women want ſomething 10 ſay. | 
What makes Men trifle in dreſſing? T 
| Becauſe the Ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often pollefiing, Be 
That eminent Trifle a Bean. | | 
When the Lover his Moments has tri ſled a Br 
I The Trifle of Trifles to gain, 
No ſooner the Virgin is rifled, T 
But a Trifle ſhall part them again. 
What mortal Man would be able 
At White's half an Hour to fit? 
Or who could bear a Tea- Table, ] 
Without talking Trifles for Nit? 
The Court is from Trifles ſecure, N 


Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſee; 
W bite Rods are no Trifles I'm ſure, 


Whatever their Bearers may be 


Te 8 T2 R M. 


Zut if you will go to the Place 
Where Trifles abundantly breed, 

The Levee will ſhew you his Grace 
M. kes Promiſes Triſſes indeed. 


A coach with Six Footmen behind, 
I count neither Trifle nor Sin, 
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find 

A ;candalous Trifle within! 


A Flack of Champaign, People think it 
A Trifle, or ſomething as bad; 

But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You ll find it no Trifle, by Cad. 

A * a Trifle at Sea, 
A Widow's a Trifle in Sorrow; 

A. Peace is a Trifle to Day, 


Who knows what may happen to morrow. 


A Black-Coat a Trifle may cloak, 

Or to hide it a Red may endeayour 3 
But if once the Army is broke, 

We ſhall have more Trifles than ever, 
The Stage is a Trifle, they ſay 

The Reaſon — * nn, 
Becauſe at every new Play, 

The Houſe they with Trzfles ſo throng. 
But with People's Malice to trifle, 

And to ſet us all on a Foot, 
The Author of this is a Trefle, 

And bis Song is a Trifle to boot. 

SONG LXXI. 
N ſpite of Love, at length I find 
A Miſtreſs that will pleaſe me, 


Her Humour free and unconfin'd, 
Both Night and Day ſhe'll caſe me; 
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No jealous Thoughts diſturb my Mind, 

Tho' ſhe's enjoy'd by all Mankind 

Then drink and never ſpare it, 

*Tis a Botile of good Claret. 

If you, thro'all her naked Charms 
Her little Mouth diſcover, 

Then take ker yang ar your Arms, 
Ard uſc her like a Lover 

Such Liquor ſhe'l diſtill from thence, 

As will tranſport your raviſh'd Scnſe, 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 


But beſt of all! ſhe has no Tongue, 
Submiſlive ſhe obeys me, 
Sbe's fully better old than young, 

And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me; 
Her Skin is ſmooth, Complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious Smack; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 


If you her Excellence would taſte, 
fure you uſe her kind, Sir 
Clap your Hancs about her Waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir; 
As for her Boitom never doubt, 
Pufh but dome, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
Tis a Bottle of good Claret. | 
s ON G IXXII. 
Y Days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
The little Birds that fly 
With carcleſs Eaſe from Tree to Trec, 
Were but as bleſt as I, 
A:k gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine tncreas'd their Stream; 
Or ask the flying Gales, iſ e er 
I lent a Sigh tothem. 
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But now my former Days retizc, 
Afd I'm by Beauty caught: 

The tender Chains of ſweet Deſire 
Are tixt upon my Thought. 


An eager Hope with:n my Breaſt 
Does every Doubt controul ; 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The Fav'rite of my Soul, 


ve Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 

Ye gentle Echo's, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love; 


Mich all of Nature, all of Art, 
Ailiſt the dear Deſi | 

O teach a young unpratiis'IfHeart, 
To make her ever mine. 


The very Thought of Change I hate 
As much os of * l 
And hardly covet to t, 
Unleſs 7 be for her. wy 5 | 
*Tis true, the Paſſion in my Mind 
Is mixt with ſoft Diſtreſs; 
Yet while the Fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 
SONG LXXIII. 
Hoe bluſh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 
And puſh'd me rudely from her ; 
I call'd her faithleſs — Whees, 
To talk to me of Honour. 
But when I roſe, and would be gone, 
She cry'd, nay, whither goye? 


oung Damon, Ray, now we're alone, 
Do what you will with Chloe, 


The S YR E Ne 


SONG LXXIV. 
He Charms of bright Beauty ſo powerful 


are 
For that we make Peace, and for that we make 
War; 
Then tell me no more of Religion and Laws, 
Your Cant of Injuſtice, the good and bad Cauſe ; 
Your — and Triumphs, your Capti ves and 
5 Spoils 
Shall never incite me to hazardous Toils ; 
To be great, wiſe, and wealthy, I never would 
chuſe, | 
Should the Nymph I adore, her Favour refuſe ; 
But let my Eugenia prove faithful and kind, 
Ill weather the Winter, and my the Wind; 
I'll ravage the Seas, the Earth and the Air, 
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And conbat for her, even Death and Deſpair. 


SONG LXXV. 


A Nymph of the Plain 
By a jolly young Swain 
Was addreſs d to be kind: 
— yg ee 1 1 
o his Prayr's a if 
Tho' himſelf he 3 El 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his Paſſion to meet. 


How much he ador'd her, | 

How oft he implor'd her, 

I cannot expreſs; | 

But he lov'd to Exceſs, 

And ſwore he ſhould die 
If ſhe would not comply, 8 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade ber his Paſſion to meet. 
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While Bluſhes like Roſes, 
Which Nature com 
Vermilion'd ber Face, 
With an Ardour and Giaee, 
Which her Lover improv d, 
1 r 

n a Manner | » . and ſweet, 
As form might perſuade her ths 2. 
When wak'd from the Joy | 

Which their Souls did employ, 

From her Ruby warm Lips 


Thouſand Odours he lips, 
At the Sight of her E. 
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So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, 
When Youth and Years are flown; 
Such is the Robe that Kings muſt wear, 
When Death has teſt their Crown. 
Her Bloom was like the ſpringing Flow' 
That Gps the ſilver + 95s | * 
The Roſe was budded in her Cheek, 
And op'uing to the View. 
But Love had, like the Canker - werm, 
The Roſe ges pale? and Lt ber Cheek, 
e re w 
She a beſore her Time. | 
Awake, the cry'd, thy true Love e | 
| Come from ber Mida 3 
| Now let thy Pity hear the Maid, 
Thy Love refus'd to ſave. 
This is the mirk and fearful Hour, 
| . „ ing oy in 
ves give up thei 
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3 
Dead, 
To haunt the fai 
Bethink thee, William, of thy Fault, 
Thy Pledge and broken Oath, 
And give me back my Maiden Vow, 
„ give me back my Troth. | 
How could you ſay my Face was fair, 
And yet that Face 1. | 
How could you win my Virgin Heart, 
Yer leave that Heart to break! 
How could iſe Love to me, 
And not that Promiſe keep! 
Why did you ſwear mine Eyes were bright, 
Let leave thoſe Eyes to weep: 


How could you ſay my Lips were ſweet, 
And made the Scarlet pale! | N 

And why did I, young witleſs Maid, 

Believe thy flatt ting Tale! | 


» { » Þþ ot %& 
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We sr. 
That Face, alas! no more is fair, 
Theſe Lips no longer red 3 
Dark are mine Eyes, now clos'd in Death, 
And ev'ry Charm is fled. | 


Tho ny W's Siſter i 

This i 

And cold and weary laſts our Night, 
Till that laſt Morn appear. 

But hark! the Cock has warm'd me hence: 
A long and laſt Adieu! 

Come ſec, falſe Man, how low ſhe lies 
That dy'd for Love of you. | 
Now Birds did fing, and Morning ſmile, 
And ſhew her gli ring Head; | 

Pale William ſhook in ev'ry Limb, 
Then, raving, left his 5 
He hy'd him to the fatal Place 
Where Marg'ret's Body lay, 
And firetch'd him on the green Graſs Turf, 
That wrapt her breathleſs Clay. 
And thrice he call'd on Marg ret : Name, 
Ani theice be wepe full oe; 4 | 
Then laid his Cheek to the cold Earth, 
And Word ſpake never more. ; 
SONG LXXVII. 
Pollo I will not implore, 
For he in Fables deals; 
eke that Man I do abhor, 
Wo wrote the Perſian Tales. 
Whoe'er, of February 
Of Flying- Poſt che — ſaw, 
Did read with Terror much aghaſt 
The Mouſter of Raguſa. 
E 2 


—— —— - 
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Behind his 


His very ſneezing ſhook the Shore, 
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Ho Proters left his wat'ry Couch, 


8 ow _ | 
| more Shapes than Scaramouch, 
And in the Deep did dwell. 
Their Proteus and his Vlock fo fair, 
Their Neptune and their Triton, 
If with this Giant you compare, 
Are Monſters you may ſn on. 
His Stature it is wond'rous high, 
High as the Tow'r of Babel; 


| Fo chat his Head prope up the Skie, 


Is molt high-ly | 
On a Whale's Back he ſat full faſt, 
A Dolphin was his Dog; 


With Cable- d to a Maſt, 


| Beneath his Arms did Muſſies cling, 


And ſuck each Pap: 


hung two Ling, 

That always — 
ers about him ſtuek like W 

1 his Tail, 8 


Crabs clamber'd up his privy Parts 
4 


Which he crack'd on 


He cough'd the Ground aſunder j 


His Voice was like the Cannons Roar, 


And he broke Wind like Thunder. 
None did him ſee, that ſtood bim near, 
Or knew the Words he ſaid; 
For few could ſee, and few could heat, 
Since all the Folks were dead. 


oO Monſter! Monſbet! who could know 


The Words that from thee came? 
Rome and Jeruſalem alſo 
Both heard and told the ſame. 
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Mach he of Antichrift held forth, 
And much of the Pretender; 


Much of a Monarch in the North, 
That once did lodge at Bender. 


He talked of the King of Frances 
Of Engliſh Whig and Ty; 

And how their Jars do much advance 
Great · Britaiu's Pom r and Glory ! 


The Pope's the Whore of Babylon, 
The Perk be is a Jews 
The Chriſtian is an [ofidel, 

That firteth in a Pew, 

And yet the Pope ſhall Chriſtian-turn, 
In Hopes of his Sahvation. 
Aſgill likewiſe, and Toland bum 

At Stake for Revelation. 


*Gainſt Paint and Playhouſes he ſpoke, 
„ 
intners vile, that | 
And Snuff, and 7. . 
This ſaid, he back to Sea did lip, 
( Bur 3 Maotroes ) 
And of his Tail cock'd up the Tip, 
Long as the Worm at Buttos's, 


O Buttos ! do nor advertiſe, | 
Nor thy huge Worm fo brag on 3 
T his Giant voided, of vaſt Size, 
A mighty flying Dragon. þ 
And tho! his Belly made Roar, | 2 
Aud rais'd the Tempeſt louder, 1 
'Tis ſaid he never knew Jobs Moor, | ' 
Nor ſwallow'd his Worm · powder. N 
| E 3 
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Winchefler was a Wedding, 
A* The like was never ſcen, 
wizt 


luſty Ralph of Reading, 


And — black Beſs of the Green x | 


The Fiddlers were crowding before, 
Each Laſs was as fine 8. 
There was a Hundred and more, 
| For all the whole Country came in; 
Brisk Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 

She look'd like a Lily of the Vale, 
And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 
6 


1 and forty | 
Ad lent her e | 
wy was jeer 
1221 — blue 8 Eyes: 
Thus merrily chat tin 


to the 2 
With J. hen and a and pretty-fac'd Nancy, 
| The faireſt of all the Throng, 


The Bridegom came out to meet em, 
Afraid the Dinner was ſpoil' d, 
And uſher'd em in to treat em, 


With bak'd, and roaſted, and boil'd., 


The Lads were ſo frolick and jolly, 

For each had his Love by his Side; 
But Witty was melancholl 

For he had a Mind to the Bade: 
'Then Philip begins her Health, 

And turns a Beer · glaſs on his Thumb, 
But Fenkin was reckon'd for drinking, 

| The belt in Chriſtendom. 


De SYREN: . 
And now they had din'd, advancing © 
— Ge mea 4 the Hal, 
Fiddlers ſtruck up for Dancing 
And Jeremy led up the Brawl; : 
But Margaret kept a Quarrel, 

A Laſs that was of her Pelf, 
"Cauſe Arthur had her Garter, 
Ste Bagel d, and Fish, and Fiona, 

. 5 rown 
And ready with Anger to 82 


Cauſe — in 
Had ſlipt his Ted. high. | 
And now for throwing the Stocking, 


The Bride away was —— 

The Bridegroom go drunk, Nd was Luocking | 
For Candles to light em to Bed: ! 
But Robin finding him filly, . 4 
Moſt friendly took him aſide, | f 
The while that bis Wife with Milly ' 

PR playi ng at Hooper's-hide : 

nd now the warm Game begins, 
125 Cs ed Bike "and Killing, 

t 5 Bi 5 
Went — round 2 Room. 


Pert St was kind to Betty, 
r iche as a Bird in the Spring 3 
was ſo to Katy, 
A poor A her with a Ruſh- Ring: 
Suki, that danc'd with the Cuſhion, 
An Hour from the Room had been gone, 
And Barnaby knew by her bluſhing, 
That ſome other lo had been done: 
And thus of fifty fair Maids, 
That came to the Wedding with _ 
Scarce five of the fifty were Iefe Po. 
That ſo did return again. 


4 


Love's dear Fort to win; 


Bat the Kick A 
Told her *'twas a Sin. 


Faſting and Repentance, 
With the Domeſday Sen 


Frighted my young Saine, 


He taught her the Duty 
Hea aly Joys to know 
1, who lik'd her Beauty, 
Nature took my Part ſtill, 
Senſe did Reaſon blind, 
That, for all his Art till, 
She to me inclin'd, 
S q * hereafter 
Did ſo dull appear, 
She, as I had taught her, 
Vow'd to ſhare em here. 


Faith 'tis worth your Laughter, 

WMong'ſt the canti 
Neither Son nor Daug 

Ever yet had Grace. 


Peggy on the Sunday 
Wick hee Dadd = EP 
Came to me on Monday, 
Aud forgot his Text. 


We SY nx un 
SONG LXXIX. 
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SONG LXXX, 
Cm 
o m | 
Notes of meta Na r 
To diſſolve a Heart. 


Chill as Mountain Snow her Boſom, 
Tho' I tender Language uſe z 
"Tis by cold Ladiff rence frozen 
To my Arms, and to my Muſe. 
See my dying Eyes are pleading 
Where a broken Heart appears 
For thy Pity interceding 
With the Eloquence of Tears. 
While the Lamp of Life is fading 
And beneath Cate. dies, 
ath, my cbbin e invading 
Tels my fed ane by Bare,” 


SONG. LXXXI. 
T is not Calia, in our Pow'r 
1 To ſay how long our Love will laſt; 
It may be we, within this Hous, 
May loſe thoſe Joys we now do taſte; 
The bleſſed that immortal be, 
From Change of Love are only free. * 
Then, fince we mortal Lovers axe, 
Ask not how our Love will laſt ; 
inute ith pleaſure 2 
Were it not Madneſs to deny * 
To live, becauſc we're ſure to die. 


Fear not, tho? Love and Beauty fail, 
My Reaſon ſhall iy Heart dizcR g 
Your Kindneſs now ſhall then prevail, 
| ——— Reſpect; 
5 


| 
if 
? 
p 
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cælia, at worſt, you'll in the End. 
But change a Lover for a Friend. 


SONG LXXXII. 


Mooth was the Water, calm the Air, 
| The Evening Sun depreſt, * 
; Lawyers diſmiſs'd the noiſy Bar, 8 
g pan — wy Tr charm 
4. When Str with his ing Fair | 
1 Croſs d 8 - 22 Thane, 7 4 
i! And to a Garden di ir E 
{1 To quench their — Flames. * 
1 — is here 
outh I parkling in : | | 
He brought no Ham, no dou Tongues . x 
. webs = 
The am'rous Strephon ask'd the Maid, 
What's whiter than this Cream ? | 
She bluſh'd, and could not tell, ſhe ſaid: 
Thy Teeth, my pretty Lamb. | | | 
What's redder than theſe Berriesare? | 
I know not, the reply'd z 


Thoſe Lips which I'll no longerſ 
The burning Shepherd cry aids 


And ſtrait began tu hug her: 
| — — 
Is ſweeter far, 
Than Suawberries, Cream, and Sugar. 


SONG LXXXIII. 
Hile the Lover is thinking, 
With wy Boca I'll be drinking, 
And with Vigour purſue my Delight ; | 


While the Fool is defigning 
His fatal Confining, 


With Ba;chus I'll ſpend the whole Night, 
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With the God I'll be jolly, 

Without Madneſs Folly, 
Fickle Woman to implore; 

Leave my Bottle and Friend 

For ſo fooliſh an End! | 
When I do, may I never drink more. 


SONG LXXXIV. A Soldier and a Sailor. 


Dean aud 
Had late a new Vagary, 
wad were at doubtful Suit, Sir; 
Who led the better Liſe, Sir, 
And was the better Man, 
And was the better Man. 


The Deas he ſaid that truly, 
Since Bluff was ſo unruly, | 
He'd prove it to his Face, Sir, f 
That be had the moſt Grace, Sir, {| 
And ſo the Fight began, &c. | | 
Then Preb. reply'd like Thunder, ö 
And roar'd out, twas no Wander, | | 
Since Gods the Dean had three, Sir, io 
And more by two than he, Sir, F 
For he had got but one, &c. 


2 raging, | 

in Diſputes e g 

1 —— | 

Said both had caught a Tartar, | 
| 


For Gods, Sir, were none, &c. 
That all the Books of Moſes 
Were nothing but Suppoſes; 
That he deſerv'd Rebuke, Sir, . 
Who wrote the Pentateuch, Sir, as 
'Twas nothing but a Sham, &c. by 


That as for Father Adam, WY ö 
And Mrs. Eve, bis Madam, 1 5 | 
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And what the Serpent 


ICH IN 


And well i 
Thus in this Batile- 


gp ns wy 
ie ff t 
Could nenber of them love .. 
Sixce all had given Gans, e 
She therefore lily 
rhe hepa > Ara 
And being in a Fright, = 
| Religion rook ber He 
e 
SONG IXxxv. 
AIR Jris and her Swain | 
K. Tg Ly Benny 
Hake 
At length 


age hoy happy Hour! 
ancing 

Co Ker hen Bak 

He ſaid, O kiſ me lon 

IF you will make me ble, 


NA 


Our Sex is oft betray'd | 
By granting Los too ſoon : 


I youdefire to gain me, 
redreſs, 
er yet, and longer, 


Suff, to 
— 
| you ſhall 
Th. The little Care ſhow 

Of all my Sorrow? paſt, 


Makes Death too 11 
Aud Liſe too gk. 


The SY unn. 
Fair Iris kiſs me kindly, 
In Pi of my Fate, : 
And kindl y ſtill, and kindly ſtill, 
Before it be too late. 
Ir. You fondly court your Blifs, 
And no Advantage make; 
'Tis not for Maids to give, 
Bur 'ris for Men to take: 
$0 you may kiſs me kindly, 
Aal kindly fill, and i 72 
But do not kiſs and tell, 
No never kiſs and tell. 


Th. And may I kiſs 


Ir. And I will not rebel : 

But do not kiſs and tell. 

Bur do not kiſs and tell. 

Th. No, no, ['ll never kiſs and tell. 

Both. Thus at the Height we love and live, 
And fear not to be poer: 

| *Till we can give no more: 

But what the Day will take away 

To Morrow will reſtore. | 

But what, &c. | 


SONG LXXXVi 

„. To me you made a Thouſand V 
TZ 
I gave you all that Love allow, 
of the nuprial Bed: 


q 
'| 
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But now my Eyes have loft their Charms, 
Or you abate in your Deſire; 

You wiſh another in your Atms, 


And burn with an unhallow'd Fire. 


H. That charming Celia I admire 
I muſt with Pleaſure own is true; 
' But had LI ten times the Deſire, 
Hew would the Paſſion injure you? 
NV. Love is a ſacred Tree of Life, 
That up to Heaven its Branches rears; 
But Admiration's but the Leaf, 
Enjoyment is the Fruit it bears. 
H. Thus, while you raiſe a vain Diſputcs 
Your Paſſion be be ſelf decei ves, 
While you yourſelf have all the Fruit, 
Why need you envy me the Leaves? 


Both. Away then all Fondueſs, I find tis in vain 


Tor Wives, when negleRted, to figh and complain, 


We raiſe the looſe Wiſhes we ſtrive to reſtrain. 
"Tis a Folly to whine, to languiſh and gri 

Loet us rather endeayour ourſelves to deceive 3 
Wbat we wiſh.to be true, Love bids us believe. 
Time, Reaſon, or 


Tis a Folly to whine, to languiſh and grie ve. 
SON G LXXXVII, 


And ſhall be ſo ftill, | 
Drink about, my Boys, and be merry. 
| | | Let no Man deſpair, 

But drive away Cate, 


, at laſt will relieves 


An 
< 
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We'll never repine, | 

So they give us good Wine, 1 
Let em take all our Droſa, we can ſpare it, 
We value not Chink, | 
* VUaleſs to buy Drink, | 7 
Or purchaſe us innocent Pleaſure ; | | 

hen tis gone, we ne er fret, ; 
So we Liquor can get, 


For Mirth of itſelf is a Treaſure. | y 
No Miſer can be | | F 


So happy as we, 
Tho' compaſs'd with Riches be wallow 3 
Day and Night he's in Fear, | 
And ne'er without Care, | 
While nothing diſturbs the good Fellow 
Come fill up the Glaſs, 
And coed os it paſs, 
For Nature wy dow ns 422 3 
That's afraid of h Face. | 
We'll drink till our Noſes do Phebas outſhines 
While we've Plenty of thi 185 
We can ne q er do amiſs, _ 
Tis an Antidote gainſt our Ruin; 
And the Lad that drinks moſt, 
With Honour may boaſt, 
He fears neither Death nor Undoing. 


SONG LxxXxvi _ 
WAS Fancy firſt made Celia fair; 
*T was Fancy gave her Shape and Airy 
It rubb'd the Sun, ſtript ev ry Stat | 
Of Beauties to beſtow on her; 


83, 
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SONG LXXXIX. 

via, methinks you arc unfit | 

For your great Lord's Embrace; 
For tho we all allow you Wit, 

We can't a handſome Face. 
Then where's the Pleaſure, where's the Good, 

Of ſpending Time and Colt ? 
For if 70 your Wit ben't underſtood, 

Your Keeper's Bliſs is loſt. 


SONG XC. 


W. thus thou bear'ſt an univerſal Rule ? 
For thee the Soldier quits his Arma, 


The King turns Slave, the wiſe Man Fool. 


To acts 00 UG Oe Ran he ROK, 

And with cool reſiſt thy Yoke, 

Next Tide of Blood, oe ghd, 14 
And all thoſe high Reſolves are broke. 


In vain our Nature we accuſe, 

And doat becauſe ſhe ſays we muſt : 
This for a Brute were an 

Whole very Saul and Life is Luſt. 


Fog arent what is char? 


Why ſhould I tail to 

Knechie thing as vide 33 | 
From Hands divine aur Spirit came, 
And Cod that mate ns 41d ſpecs 


Something more noble in our Fra 
Abore the Drege of earthly Fire. 


HAT art thou, Love! whence are thoſe. 
Charms! 
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 $SONG KXcl. 
HE Danger is over, the Battle is 
n but ſhe 
tur d at laſt: 
She try'd the Encounter, and when it was done, 
She ſmil'd at her Folly, and ond ſhe had won. 
wor op diſcover the Bride has been 
Her Bluſhes become her, her Paſſion is eas d; 
She diſſembles her Joy, and affeRts to look down, i; 
She fighs, tis for Sorrow tis ended fo ſoon. ; 
A all ye Virgins, both and , 
ed dow: op. prope ? 0 
Who've loſt precious Time, and you who are 1 


lofing, 
Benny by your Fear w eu. 


Draw near, and learn what will ſettle Mind, 
You'll find your ſelves happy, when anca you 
Do but wiſe! reſolve. the Feet Venture to ran, {| 
The Loſs will be little, and much to be won, „ 


” 
Ver» 


SONG XCIL 
ERE I to chuſe the greateſt Bliſs 
That e'er in Love was known, 
*T would be the higheſt of my Wiſh, 
Tenjoy her Heart alone 5 
Kings might pofſcſs their Kingdoms free, 
And crowns unenvy'd wear, | 
| ſhould no Rival have of m2, 
| ght I reign Monarch there: 
Hear Cynthia, hear the gentle Ale 
But whiſper out my Lone, 
Ani prove bue half { kind as fair, 
My Sorrow you'll remove: 


go. The STA. 
Cynthia, Oh! let us-ha 
7 Uni: our 3 es 


I'd change not ſuch Felici 
F. a+ all che Joys above. We 


SONG XCII. 
wakeful Nightingale, that takes no Reſt, 
While —— his little Breaſt, 
All Night how ſweetly he complains, I 
And makes us fear that Love has Pains : | 
No, no, no, no, tis no ſuch thing, 
For Loye that makes bim wakeful, makes him 
fing. 5 
LY from Olinda, young and fair, 


F Fly from her ſoft engaging Air, - 
And Wit, in Woman found ſo rare: RY 
Altho' her Looks 4 Love _ | 
Her yet un ner d Heart denies, 
And beeaks the Promiſe of her Eyes. 
| SONG XCV. 
FU Bſerve the num'rous Stars which grace 
The fair expanded Skies, 
So many Charms has Lesbia's Face, 
A thouſand more her Eyes. 
Whene'er the beauteous Maid appears, 
We cannot but admire ; | 
But when ſhe ſpeaks, ſhe charms our Ears, 
And ſer our Souls on fire. 


S$ONG XCIV. 


8 
W 
1 
* 


Divine in ev'ry Feature, : 
Should give Mankind Deſpair. 
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She gazes all around ber, 
And gains a thouſands Hearts 3 
But Cxprd cannot wound her, 
For ſhe has all his Darts. 


[LA VIA“. yes, like Fires ſuppreſs'd, . | 
More fiercely flame again, * 
Nor can her Beauty be decreas'd, | 
Or alter'd by her Pain. | 
* do OR — 
as they ri awa 
Freſh Nala bl . ' j 
So doth it with the Lovers fare, | 
Who do the Dame adore ; 
One Fit of Love, kill'd by Deſpair, 
rages more. 
SONG XCVII. | 
8 * lovely Sylvia, lew'd and fair, | 
Venus in Face and Mind, - | 
Why muſt not I that ſhare ; | 
You pour on all Mankind? s | 
That Sun that ſhines promiſcuouſly 
On Prince and Porter's Head, 
Why muſt it now leave only me 
To languiſh in the ſhade? 
In vain Ty, you'll fin no more 
In e £ and faſt; x ; 
You'll ne'er * as, till threeſcore, 5 
That Sylvia can be chaſte. 
When thus affeRedly you cant, 
You're ſuch a young Beginner, 
You make at beſt an aukward Saiat, 
It at aie a chan ing Sinner. 


anne CO OOO 
g — — „* 
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SONG XCIII. 
Wr 
And runs png ee Polly, Hon 
3 ages no 
me, Damon, where's | Dleaſure, 
Of beftowi Time and Treaſure, 
For to one's ſelf an Alot 
I'm for Jo are leſs expenſi | 
Where far more aber, O tt 
And from dull Attention free z Hor 
Where my Calis oer a Doctle, 
Can, when tir'd with am'rous Prattle, 


Sing old Songs as well as the. 


SONG XCIX. 
1 is a real Treaſure, 4 
Love a Dream, all falſe and vain; 
Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 
A fincere and tender Paſſion | 
Some ill Planet over-rules 3 
Ah, how blind is Inclination! 
Fare and Women Coat on Fools. Nt 


SONG © 
O num tous Flavia's Charing appear + 
As may her Form diſplay 
all the Dreſſe, of the Year, 
And Beauties of the Day. 
Calm and ſerene like Spring, her Air 3 
Like A*utums, ſoft her 1 
Her Face, like Summer, blooming fair; 
Her Heart, like Winter, cold. 
Her Boſom, Cynthia's full orb'd Light; 
Her Checks Noon's Rays adorn 3 
Her Treſſes ſhew the falling Night; 
Her Eyes, the tiſing Moro. 


The rann. 


SONG ci. = 
To love and to 

To figh and complai 
How killing's the Anguiſh, 
How tormenting the Pain! 


— 


— — 


How tormenting's the Pain! 
J Tolove, | 


all my | 
Before the Sun of thy bright Eyes | 
All gloomy Terr via. | 
No longer let me ſigh in vain Y 
A e the bonded Tate: 
Why ſhould you love to give us Pain, 
hen you were made for Pleaſute. 1 
The petty Pow'rs of Hell deſtroy, f 
SR ſave's 2 . of Heaven 3 | 
o you the if you prove 
It kind, the laſt L given. boat 
The Choice then ſute s not hard to make 
Betwixt the Good and Evil ; 
Which Title had you rather take, 
My Goddeſs, or my Devil? 
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SONG CI. 
Burn, my Brain conſumes to Aſhes: 
Each Eye-ball too like Lightning ſlaſhes, 
ithin my Breaſt there glows a ſolid Fire, 
Which in a thouſand Ages can't expire. 


2 Winds, great Ruler blow; 
| vg the Po and 1 
— ultry Weather 
Pour them all on y 
It will hiſs like a Coal, 
Bur never be the cooler. 


*T'was Pride hot as Hell 

That fieſt made me rebel; 

From Love's — a curs'd Angel I fell 
And mourn now my Fate, 
Which myſelf did create, 

Fool, Fool, that conlider'd not when I was well. 


Adieu, tranſporting Joys; 

OF, ye vain — 2 Toys, 
That dreſs their Face - > ny to allure, 
Bring me Daggers, Poiſon, Fire, | 
| Sing Scorn is turn'd into Deſire, 

(All Hell fc not the Rage which I, oor, 


2 


8 the Sweets of Love, 
Are the Joys I muſt admire, 
ind and afave Fire | 
m Soul, compleat | 
Bus th*aG:Bied Coldneſs =y 
Of Celia damps my Boldnefsz 
I muſt bow, 
Proteſt and vow, 


\ 
A 
I 
F 
1 
4 
0 
a 
F 
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The Syn ex n. 95 
And ſwear aloud, 

1 ud, 

When ſhe with equal longs to kifs. 


Bring a Bowl, then bring a jolly Bowl, 

Fn nench foul e 
With flowin u iſe my Soul, 

hed knee ts os bs . : 

vor fluſh'd with brisk Wane, | 

When ſhe's panting and warm, | 
And Nature, unguarded, lers looſe her Mind, 
In the amorous the Gypie Il ind, 
CWAIN, th hopeleſs Paſſion ſmother, - 

— C e loves another; 

In 2 qa | 
Panting ki trembling, dying 
As ſhe had done to you before, 


Oh! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, 
When that conſtant Creature leaves me, 
* Waters back ſhall fly, 
gown my Channels dry, 
Turn aters, leave your Shore, 
r | 


 $ONG CVI. 
Maxim this, amongſt the Wiſe, | 
That Abſence cures a Love-fick Mind: 
nd others who — | : 
Gravely pronounce, That Love is blind. 
Alas! too well de Lovers ſee, ; 1 
And feparated beſt agree. . 


96 The Sr n. 
Baniſh me from Belinda's Sight, 
Or the fond Maid far hence remove: 
Our Bodies part, our Souls unite 

The more we grieve, the more we love. 
Beliove rhe — dame, 
Abſence adds Fuel to the Flame. 
Between us burning Deſarts 
Or trackleſs Mountains hid in Snow: 
Or let the wide unfathom d Space 
Of roaring Scas between us flow: 


Place, or not them, tis all | 
a | mug 11 rotor | 


| Secure us, if you can ſecure, 

On diſtant Rocks, in Tow'rs of Braſs: 

When faithful Lovers muſt endure, 
Sill moſt i 


And who can Deſtiny withitand ? 
In vain, alas! is human Skill: 
Love will be Love, do what you will. 


SONG CVII. 


A RCH ? ing a Roſe, 
| - mores - 3 4. 
The provok'd, his er gor 

He tan, Lar pay hg ns ak 


_ Undone; ab, Mother! I's «ndone, 


By a ſmall Serpent rudely flung « 
"A thine mith Wi | 
— — 4» oa 


See, ſee the Wound, V, . 
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The Goddeſs then embrae d the Lad, 
She ſooth'd his Pain, and ſmiling ſaid: 
The Anguiſh from ſo ſmall a Dart 
1s not hike that which Lovers feel; 
Each Lover feel; thy pointed Steel, 

Not in his Finger, but [is Heart. 


SONG CVIIL 
N vain by Parallels you ſtrive 
Panthæa s Eyes to praiſe; 
Perfection, which we can t conceive, 
It ſelf alone diſplays. 
Gaze on them only, if you'd know 
What dazling Rays they dart ; 
But if what picrcing Darts they throw, 
Then view my wounded Heart. 


SQNG CIX. 
| HE N love-fick Mars, the God of W. 
Sat ſighing in a Shade, 
The willing, willing Goddeſs bath'd 
Thoſe Wounds herſelf had made. 
All Ra he, all charming 
Gave Kiſs for ev'ry Scar; 

Thus raviſh'd he with the Deity, 
Swore Love was the nobler War. 
Thus fighting he would for ever die, 
Men in case Arms, ; 

And pawn an Iinmortality 
For her diviner Charms. 
SONG CX. 


E LL me, Hamilla, tell me why, 
Thou do'ſt from him that loves thee run ? 
Why from his ſoft Embraces fly, | 
Aud all his ä ts un? 
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So flies the Fawn with Fear _=_ 
Seekiug its Mother ev'ry where 


It ſtarts. at every empty Blaſt, : 
And trembles when no Danger's near. 


And yet I keep thee but in View, 
To gaze the Glorics of thy Face; 
Nor with a hateful Step purſue, 
As Age, to rifle ev ty Grace. 


Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all Rivals to out - ſnine, 

And grown mature, and ripe for Joy, 
Leave Mamma's Arms, aud come to mine. 


SONG CXL. 


F fhe be not kind as fair 
I But peeviſh and uvhandy, 
ave her, ſhe's only worth the Care 
Of ſome ſpruce Jack-a-dandy. 
I would not have thee ſuch an Aſs, 
Had'ſt thou ne er ſo much Leiſure, 
To figh and whine for ſuch a Lafs 
Who's Pride's above her Pleaſure. 


"SONG CHI. 
OM E hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies, 
Others debale her to a Bubble: 


I nor her Frowns nor Favours prize, 


Nor think the Chang'ling worth wy Trouble, 


Tf at my Door ſhe chance to light, 
I civilly my Gueſt receive: 
The Vitit paid, I bid good Night; 
Nor murmur when ſhe takes her Leave. 
Thoꝰ proſp'rous Gales my Canvaſs crowd, 
Tho' ſmooth the Waves, ſerene the Sky, 
I truſt not Calms, they St orms forebode, 


And ſpeak th' approaching — 


* 
* F 


. 
1 
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Then, Virtue, to the Helm repair 

Thou, Innocence, ſhalt guide the Oar 3 
Now rage, ye Winds, Storms, rend the Air, 
My Bark, thus mann'd, ſhall gaia the Shore. 


SONG CXIII. 
Rithee Friend, leave off thy Thinking, 
Caſt thy Cares and 2 
Troubles ſtili are drown'd in Drinking, 
Do not, do not then delay; | 
Bacchus cares not for thy Will, 
But will have us drinking ſtill. 
Do but view this Glaſs of Clarct, 
How invitingly it looks; 
Drink it quickly, or you'll marr it. 
Pox of Fighting, or of Books: 
Let us have good Store of Wine, 
Hang him then that does tepine. 
Call the Drawer, bid him fill it, 
As full as ever it can hold: 
O rake heed you do not ſpill it, 
— *Tis more precious far than Gold 3 
Let us drink, and then twill prove, 
Drink is better Sport than Love. 


OM E follow, follow me, 
. 4 Bos 
icht tripping o'er en; 
babe bellen ab Queen: 
Hand in Hand we'll dance around, 
For this Place is Fairy Ground, 
When Mortals are at reſt, 
And ſnoring in their Neſt; 
F 2 
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Unheard and uneſpy d, 

Thro' Key holes we glide, | 
Over Tables, Stools and Shelves, 
We trip it with our Fairy Elves. 


And if the Houſe be foul, 

With Platter, Diſh, or Bowl, 

Up Stain we nimbly creep, 

And find the Sluts aſleep, 

Then we pinch their Arins and Thighs: 
None us hears, aud none us ſpies, 


But if the Houſe be ſwepr, 

And from Uncleanneſs kept, 

We praiſe the Houſhold Maid, 

And ſurely ſhe is paid: 

Every Night before we go, 

| We hep a Teſter in her Shoe. 
Then o'er a Muſhroom's Head 

Our Table-cloath we ſpread, 

A Grain of Rye or Wheat 

The Diet that we eat 3 

Pearl Drops of Dew we drink, 

In Acorn Cups fll'd to the Brink. 

The Brains of Nightingales, 

Wich unctuous Fat of Snails, 


Between two Cockles ſtew'd, 
Is Meat that's eas ly chew'd, 


And Brains of Wor. ns, and Marrow of Mice, 


Do make a Feaſt that's wondrous nice. 


The Graſhopper, Cnat and Fl 

Serve for our Minſtrelſy; ” 

Grace ſaid, we dance awhile, 

And ſo the Time beguile ; 

But if the Moon doth hide her Head, 
The Gloweworm lights us home 10 Bed. 


[ 
t 
| 
' 
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O'er Tops of dewy Grafs 

So nimbly we do paſs, 

The young and tender Stalk 

Ne'er bends where we do walk; 

Vet in the Morning may be ſeen 

Where we the Night betore have been. 

As Calia in her Garden ſtray d, 
Secure, nor dreamt of Harm, 


A Bee approach d the lovely Maid 
And reſted on lier 1 9 5 : 


The curious Inſet thither few, 
Io taſte the tempting Bloom; 
But, with a Thouſand Sweets in View, 
It found a ſudden Doom. 
Her nimble Hand of Life beteav d 
The daring little Thing, 
Bur firſt the ſnowy Arm receiy'd, 
And felt the painful Sting · 
Once only could that Sting ſurprize 
— injurious — — 
Not ſo the Darts of Cælia's Eyes, 
They never ceaſe to . | | 
Oh! wou'd the ſhort-liv'd burning Smart 
The Nymph to Pity move, | 
And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fires with endleſs Love! 


SON G CXVI. 


FX ENTLE Zephyrs, filent Glades, 
Purling Streams, and cooling Shades, 
Senſes plcating, 
Pains appeaſing, 
Love each tender — invades. 
4 


102 The SYREMW 


| Here the Graces Beauties bring, 
Here the warbling Choiriſts ſing z 
Love inſpiring | 
All deſiring | 
To adorn the infant Spring. 


Here behold the am'rous Swains, 
Free from Anguiſh, free from Pains 3 
1 Nymphs complying, 
Cares defying, 
Venus ſmiling glads the Plains. 
Let us not, too charming Fair, | 
De the only hapleſs Pair: | 
O reheve me! 


ww» p 
N 8 


ECeunſe to grieve me; 
Eaſe your anxious Lover's Care. 
Kindly here indulge my Love; 
Tis, my Dear, no * Grove, 
Not revealing, 
| But conccaling 3 
All to Love propitious prove. 
In thy Air and charming Face 
Dsoells an irreſiſtleſs Grace, 
Ever charming, | 


5 Love alarming, 
To purſue the bliſsful Chaſe. 
Let me touch this panting Breaſt; | 
Here for ever let me reſt, | 
Bliſs enjoying, 
Never cloy ing, 
Erer loving, e ver bleſt. 


80 NG CXVII. 

8 E Sons of the Platter, give Ear, 
Veuler habet Aures, they ſays 

The Praiſe of good Eating to hear, 
Lou'll never be out of the Way, 
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But with — as Razors, and Stomachs as 


cen, 

Stand ready to cut thro' Fat and thro' Lean, 
Thro' Fat and thro) Lean, 

Sand ready to cut thro Fat and thro' Lean. 


The Science of Eating is old, 
Its Antiquity no Man can doubt: 
Tho! Adam war ſqueamiſh, we're told, 
Eve ſoon found a dainty Bit out. 


Then with Knives ſharp as Razor;, and Stomachs 


as keen, 


Our Paſſage et's cut ibro Tat and thro Lean, &e. 


Thro' the World from the Weſt to the Eaſt, 
Whether City or Country, or Court, 
There's none, whether Layman or Pricſt, 
But with Pleaſure c onfeiſes the Sport; 
hen with Knives ſharp as Razirs, and Stomachs 


as keen, 
Their Paffage they cut thre) Fat aud thro Lean, &c. 
At fair Londos the chief Magiſtrate, 
From a Sermon at holy St. Paul, 
Strait rides in « great Coach of State 
To a Dinner at Fiſhmongers Hall; 


pere with Kuiſe ſharp as Kazor, aud Stomach 
as n 
His Paſſage be cuts thro' Fat and tiro' Lean, &c. 


There come Aldermen wrapt up in Fur, 
And Sword-bearer too at that Call; 
Oc how were he able to bear 
The Sword and the Scabbard all? 
There with _—_ ſharp as Razors, and Stomach; 
as Nen, 


Their Paſſage they cut thro' Fat and theo Lean, 


=. 
F 4 
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Common Council, and Li very- Men, 
The Rulers of every Street, 
There come to cut and come again; 
A — lives but to eat. 
Then with 1 as Razors, and Stomachs 
as hoen, 
Their Paſſage they cut thro'Fat and thro' Lean, &c. 
At the Sound of the College-Bell, 
On a Gawday the DoRtors deſcend, 
With a Grace all in Latin, to tell 
The Founder to Eating a Friend. 
Thes with _ ſharp as Razors, and Stomachs 
as keen, | 


Our Paſſagelet's cut thro? Fat and thro) Lean, &. 


Ar the Horn's moſt untuneable Notes 
The Judges repleniſh their Maw, 
And with Napkins tuck'd up to their Throats, 
Skew good Eating's according to Law. 
Then with K 
as keen, 


Meir Paſſage they cut thro Fat and thro' Lean, &c. 


At the Knock at the Buttery-Hatch, 
The roſy gill'd Chaplain comes down 
And my Lord himſelf makes ſuch Diſpatch, 
| Thar his Gout at that Sound is quite flown, 
Then with 7 ſharp as Razors, and Stom achs 
as heen, 


Their Paſſage they cut thro' Fat and thro' Lean, &c. 


Neither Horns, neither Knockers, nor Bells 
Hath the Plowmaa to give him his Cue: 
His Stomach his Dinner-time tells, | 
And he whets his Caſe- Knife on his Shoe; 


keen, 
His Faſſage be cuts thro' Fat and thro' Lean, &c. 


atves ſharp as Razors, and Stomachs 


Then with Edge ſharp as Razor, and Stomach as 
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| The Squire makes the Chace all his Care, 
1 Oer Hills and thro' Valleys his Courſe ; 
| And after a Whet of freſh Air, 
| He as hungry returns, as his Horſe ; 
Then with Knife ſharp as Rator, aud Stomach as 


c keen, 
! His Paſſage be cuts thro' Fat and th: Lean, &c. 
Here the Doctor, the Lawyer, Divine, 
The Courtier, the Tradeſman, all meet: 
Their Care and their Toil is to Dine; 
9 — I is all to be able to Eat 3 
| Then with Knives ſharp as Razors, and Stomachs 


as keen, 
Our Paſſagelet'scnt thro' Fat and thro' Lean, &c. 
| A Feaſt is an Emblem of Life, 
| Where no ſooner we taſte, but we're gone; 
Few can ſay, I have play'd a good Knife, 
Few or None, Life's ſo ſhort, Few or None, 
Th:# with Knives ſharp as Razors, and Stom. ach 
as keen, 
Our Paſſage let's cut thro Fat and thro' Lean; 
| Thro' Fat and thro' Lean, 
Our Paſſage let's cut thro' Fat and thro' Lean. 


SON G CXVIII. 
H O wou'd not gaze away his Heart 
On Mariana's Eyes, 
Did not her high and juſt Diſdain 
The bold Delight chaſtiſe ? 
Mirth and Joy the ſpreads around, 
Like 2220 — Light, : 
When his returning Beams deſtroy | 
| The Empire of the Night. 
Her Beauty with Amazement ftrikes, 
(IF with no more) the old; 
Her Virtue tempers with Deſpait 
The youthful and = bold. 
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Her Goodneſs ſo diſarms her Wit 
Of the offenſive part, 

Whilſt others only charm the Ear, 
She ſteals the very Heart. 


Let us no more defame the Fair, 
But learn to praiſe again 
Bright Marianas Worth demands 
new and nobler Strain, 


So to the feather'd Kind the Spring 
Reſtores their wonted Voice; 

On ev'ry Bough they fit and ſing, 
And court their new-made Choice. 


SONG CXIX. 


7 OME Beaus, Virtuoſo's, rich Heirs, and 
Muti cians, 5 

Away, and in Troops to the Jubilee jog; 1 

Leave Diſcord and Death 25 the College-phy- 


ſicians, 


Let the Vig'rous whore on, and the Impotent 


flog: | 
Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, 
And oi cv'ry Trangre ſſion her Lord will forgive 
©, mn | 
Indulgences, Pardons, and ſuch holy Lumber ' 
As cheap are there now as our Cabbages grown; 


Whilſt muſty old Relicks of Saints without Num- 


ber 
For barely the looking upon ſhall be ſnown: 


Theſe, were you an Atheiſt, wou'd needs over- 
come ye, 


That firſt were made Martyrs, and 8 


Mummy. 


They'll eu ye the River ſo ſung by the Poet, 
With the Rock from whence were 
knect'd on the Head: | | 
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They'll ſhew ye the Place too, as ſome will avow 


ww once a She-Pope was brought fairly to 


For which, ever ſince, to prevent Interloping, 


In a Chair her Succeſſors itill ſuffer a Croping. 


What a Sight tis to ſee the gay Idol accouter'd 
With Mitte and Cope, and two Keys by his Side. 
Be his — what 'twill, yet the Pomp of his out - 
war 
Shew Servus Servorum no Hater of Pride. 
Thoſe Keys into Heaven will as ſurcly admit ye, 
As the Clerk's of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City. 
What a Sight 'tisto ſee the Old Man in Proceflion, 
= Rome, in ſuch Pomp as her Caſars did 
ride! 
Here ſeatt'ring her Pardons, there crofling and 
blefling, | 


With all his ſhav'd ſpiritual Traia-band by his 


Side, | 2, 
As Confeſſors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacons, 


From rev'rend Arch · biſnops, to roſle Arch dea · 


cons. | 5 

There, for your Diverſion, the more to regale ye, 

Fine Muſick you'll hear, and high dancing 
you'll ſee; 


| Men who much ſhall out - warble your am'rous 


Fideli, | | 
And make you meer Fools of Balloon and 
L' Abee : 


| And to ſhew you how fond they're to kiſs Voſtras 


Manns, 
Each Padre turns Pimp, and all Nuns Courte a- 
1 3. | 
And when you've ſome Months at old Baby/ow 
been- a, ; 


And on Panders and Punks all your Rhino is | 
ſpent; | 


108 The SY REM. 


And when you've ſcen all that's there to be ſeen a, * 
You'll return, not ſo rich, tho' as wiſe as you 


vent: H 
And 'twill be but ſmall Comfort, after ſo much 
Expence. a, : F 
That your He r, will do ſo juſt a Hundred Years | 
bence- a. N 
SONG CXX. 
N the Brow of Richmond Hill, 
Which Europe ſcarce can parallel, 
Every Eye ſuch Wonders fill, \ 
To view the ProfpeR round; Ir 


Where the filver Thames docs glide, 
And ſtately Courts are edify d, | 
Meadows deck'd in Summer's Pride, 


Wich verdant Beauties crown'd. 


Lovely Cynthia paſſing by, | 
With brighter Glorics Fiel my Eye; 
Ah! then in vain, in vain, ſaid l, 
The Fields and Flow'rs do ſhine 5 
Nature in this charming Place 
Created Pleaſute in Exceſs ; 
But all are poor to Cynthia's Face, 
Wboſe Features are divine. 


SONG CXXL. 
TILL Chloe, ply thy courtly Art 

I Touch and Ls br hy Faw, > 
Till the coſmetick Pow'rs impart 

A Bloom to ev'ry Grace, | 
What tho” the home-bred Country Maid 
To modeſt Rules a Slave, | 

Diſdains all Uſe of White and Red, 
But what plain Nature gave; 


55 £4 > we wr 
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Yet if to vie with thee ſhe dare, 
Whoe'er tre Umpire be, 

He muſt be blind, or inwuilt reſer, 
The Palm entire to thee. 


For whilſt her aukward Cheeks diſplay 

Pale Rage, or bluſhing Shame, 

No Change thy ſteady Looks betray, 
They always ſhice the ſame, 


8 ON G CXxXI.. 
7 Inter thy Cruelty extend, | 
| Till fatal Tempeſts ſwell the Sea, 
In vain let ſinking Pilots pray ; | 
Beneath thy Yoke let Nature bend: 
Let piercin Froſt, and laſting Svow, 
Thro' Woods and Fields Deſtruftion ſow?! 


Yet we, unmov'd, will fit and ſmile, | 
While you theſe leilcr ills create, 
Theſe we can bear! but gentle Fate, 

And thou bleſt Genius of our Iſle, 
From Winter's Rage defend her Voice, 
At which the liſt'uing Gods rejoice. 

May that celeſtial Sound cach Day 
With Extaſy traſport our Souls, 
Whilſt all our Pa it controuls, 

And kindly drives our Care away 
Let no ungentle Cold deft 
All Taſte we have of — Joy. 


SONG CXXIII. 
ROM White's and Will's 
To purling Rills | 
The love-fick Ke/e flies Bk 
There full of Woe, 


His Numbers flow, 


And all in Rhyme he dies. 


N Wou'd ne ver ſee her more. 
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The fair Coquet, | 
With feign'd Regret, 

Invites him back to Town , 
But when in Tears 
The Youth appcars, 

She meets him with a Frowns 
Full oft the Maid 
This Prank had play'd, 

Till angry Strepho. ſwore, 
And what is itrange, 

Tho' loath to change, 


* SONG CXXIV. 
vain you tell your parting Lover 

You whey fair Winds may 2 him over; 
Alas! what Winds can happy prove 


That bear me far from what I love? 


Alas! what Dangers on the Main 
Can cqual thoſe that I ſuſtain, | 
From PWighted Vows and cold Diſdain ? 
Be gentle, and in Pity chuſe 
To wiſh the wildeſt Crnged looſe, 
That, thrown again upon the Coaſt 


Where firſt my ſhipwreck'd Heart was loſt, 


I may once more repeat my Pain, 
Once more in dying Notes complai 


Of ilighted Vows and cold Diſdain. 


SON G CXXV. 
HM cruel Creature, why ſo bent 
To vex a tender Heart? 
To Gold and Title you relent, 
Love throws in vain his Dart. 
Let glir.'ring Fools in Courts be great, 
For Pay let Armies move; 
Beauty ſhou'd have no other Bait 
Bur gentle Vows aud Love. 


| 


P 


| 
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If on thoſe endleſs Charms you lay 

* The Value _ their Due, 
ings are themſelves too to pay 
Fy Thouſand Worlds we ow, ot | 


But if a Paſſion without Vice, 
Without Diſguiſe or Art, 

Ah Cælia! if true Love's your Pride, 
Behold it in my Heart. 


s8soN G cxxvi 
OME liken Man to brittle Glaſs, 
Some to a burning Taper, 
o Garden Flow'rs, or Meadow Graſs, 
Or to a riſing Vapour. 
But doubtleſs Beer in Barrel tunn'd, 
Or cloſe in Bottle pent, 
Does human Life tliroꝰ all its Reund 
| Noſt clearly repreſent. | 
The Infant Drink will driv'ling doſe, 
And cry like Child in Cradle; 
You muſt let neither lic too looſe, 
Nor yet too cloſely ſfwaddle. 
New Ale, we know, is full of Wind, 
Wanting due Time to ſtale it, 
The Dregs, not yet by Age retin'd, 
Are nauſcous to the Palate, | 
Freſh Hopps ſometime» our Art employs, 
To reftify the Li uor 3 185 
And who believes, but that the Boy's 
Correction is a Bitter? 
At length, improv'd by rip'ning Age, 
Both Man 2 * o ; 


| To Converſation th 


And cv'ry Friend 1 
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But if the Cork be naught in one, 

And weak the Head in t'other 
The Liquor's flat, and Duuce the Man, 
And neither can recover, 


SONG CXXVII. 


B Ehold I fly on Wings of ſoft Deſire, 
| Whilſt gentle Zephyrs waft me on; 
Lager as when a Bridegroom all on Fire, 
Longs from the Company to be gone: 
She bluſhing flies the Pleaſure, 
Hse ruſhing graſps his Treaſure, 
»Till with mutual Ra each other they 
warm: c 
Since Phebe s my Guide, 
And Love does preſide, 
Each Monarch, tho' great, 
Wou'd envy 1 | | 
For ſhe, ſhe alone has the Power to 


SONG CxXVIII. 
TELLA and Flavia ev'ry Hour | 
5 Do various Hearts ſur iS 
In Stella's Soul lies all her Pow's, 
And Fiavis's in her Eyes. 
More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more conſin' d; | 
All can diſcern a Pace that's fair, 
But few a lovely Mind. 
Stella like Britain's Monarch reigns 
| * ee Lands ; 5 
Like Eaſtern Tyrants, Flavia dei 
To rule o'er Crore Sande, oO 
Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face 
Thy Beauty's only Store; 
Thy Charms will ev'ry Day decreaſe, 
Day gives Stella u. ote. 
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SONG. CXXIX. 


Y the Mole on your Bubbies, ſo round and 
ſo white, 


By the Mole on your Neck, where my Arms 


would unite? 


By whatever Mole elſe you have got out of 


Sights 
I beſeech thee to bear m, dear Molly. 


By the Kiſs juſt a ſtarting from off your moiſt 


By he defftate up-and-down Jutt of your Hips, 


By the Tip of your Tongue, which all Tongues - 


1 beſeech, &c. lf ar out · tips 

By the Down on your Boſom, on which my 
Saul dies, | 

By the Things of all things, which you love as 
your Eyes, 

By the Thoughts you lic down with, and thoſe 
when you riſe ; | | 1 8 
1 be eech, &c. Rn | 

By all the ſoft Pleaſures a Virgin can ſhare, 

By the critical Minate no Virgin can bear, 

By the Queſtion I burn for to ask, but don't 
1 beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly, L date: 


SON G CXXX. 


HA T care I for Affairs of State? 

| Or who is rich, or who is great, 
How far abroad th' Ambitious roam, 

To bring or Gold or Silver Home ? 

What is't to mne, if France or Spain 

Conſent to Peace, or War maintain ? 


I pay my Taxes, Peace or War, 
And with all well at Gibraltar; 
But mind a Cardinal no more 


Than any other ſcarlet Whore: 
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Grant me, ye Pow'rs but Health and Reſt, 


And let who will the World conteſt. 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream, oh, let me keep 


My Liberty, and feed my Sheep 
A ſhady Walk well lind with Tees, 


A Garden, with a Range of Bees; 


An Orchard which good Apples bears, 


Where Spring along green Mancle wears, 


Where Winters never are ſevere, 


Gocd Barley-Land to make good Brerg 


With Entertainment for a Friend 
To ſpend in Peace my latter End; 
In honeſt Eaſe and hone-ſpun Grey, 


And let the Evening crown the Day. 


| SONG CXXXI. 
Am a Jolly Toper, 
lam a ragged Sopb, 
Known by the Pimples in my Face, 
With taking Bumpers off, | 
And a toping we will go, &c. 


Come let's fit down together, 

And take our Fill of Beer, 
Away with all Diſputes, 

For we'll have no wrangling here, 
And a toping, &c. | | 
With C.uuds of Tobacco 

We'll make our Noddles elear, 
We'll be as great as Puances 

When our Heads are full of Beer, 


With Juggs, Muggs, and Pitchers, 
1 Stale, 
Daſh'd lightly with a little, 
A very little Ale, 
And a toping, &c. 
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A Fig for the Spaniards, 
And for the — 3 4 
Kind Heav'n preſerve our Juggs and Muggs, 
And Q-—a from all Miſchance, | 
And a toping, &c. 
Againſt the Presbyterians 
ray give me leave to rail, 
Who ne er had thirſted for Kings Blood, 
Bad they been drunk with Stale, 
And a tofflng, &c. 
Againſt the Low- Church Saints, 
Who lily og Gwe Parts, 
Who rail at the iſſenters, 
Yet love em in their Hearts, 
And a toying, &c. | 


9 Here's a Health to the Queen, 


Let's Bumpers take in 3 


And may Prince G7 Roger 
Grow i again and and, ST 
And a toping, &c. GE 


Oh! how we toſs about 
The never-failing Cann, 
We drink and pils, and piſs and drink, 
And drink to piſs again, 7 5 
And a toping, &c. | 


O that my Belly | 
It were a Tun of Stale, 
My Cock were turn'd into a Tap 
o run when I did call, 


4 Aud a toping, &c. 
Of all ſorts of Topers, 


+4 
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* 
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| And a thing, &c. 


4 


A Soph is far the beſt ; 
Till he can neither go nor ſtand, 
By Jove, he's ne ex at reſt, 


- 


ef 
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We fear no Wind or Weather, 
When good Liquor dwells within, 

And ſince a Soph does live ſo well, 


Then who would be a King? 
And a toping, &c. 


| And recl into our Tombs, | 
That jollier Sopbs (if ſuch there be) 
May march into our Rooms, 
And a toping, &c. | | 
- "SONG cxxxit. 
| 1 OY had a Breed of brave ſtout Men, 
| Yet Greece made ſhift to rout her, 
4 Cauſe each Man drank as much as Ten, 
And thence grew ten times ſtouter: 
'Tho' Hector was a Trojan true | 
As ever piſt gainſt Wall, Sir, | 
A——cbilles bang'd him hlack and blue, 
Far he drank more than all, Sir. 


Let Bacchus be our God of War, | 
We ſhall fear nothing then, Boys; ; 
We'll drink all dead, and lay em to Bed, ö 
And if they wake not conquered, 
We'll drink em dead again, Boys: 
Nor were the Grecians only fam'd 
For Drinking and for Fighting: | 
For he that drank, and wan't aſham'd, | 
Was ne er aſham'd o's Writing. ö 


He that will be a Soldier then, | 
Or Wit, muſt drink good Liquor, 
It makes baſe Cowards fight like Men, 
And roving Thoughts fly quicker ; 
Loet Bacchus be both God of War, 
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And Cod of Wit, and then, Boys; 
We'll drink and fight, and drink and write, 
And if the Sun fer with his Light, 

We'll drink him vp again, Boys. 


SONG CXXXIIL 
ROW N your Bowls, 
Loyal Souls, 


Cæaſar to his home returns ; 


From the Shore 
Cannons roar, 
England ſmiles, and Holland mourns. 
Nlalecontents in Miſchief failing, 
Changing Notes, now leave of railings 


Now the Vipers hide their Stings. 


Fill, fill then high, 
Proclaim your Joy, 
And now in a Chorus ſing, 
Welcome, beſt of Kings: 
Noble Boy, here's to thee, 
Look on my Glaſs and me, 
Here's the Way 
We this happy Day 
Make as fam'd as the Jubilee. | 
SONG CXXXIV. 
ACCHUS one Day gayly ſtridi 
B On his never-faili Tar : — 
Sneaking empty Pots . N 
Thus addreſs'd each toping Son: 


Praiſe the Joys that never vary, 


And adore the liquid Shrine 3 


All things noble, gay and airy, 


Are perform d by gen'rous Wine, 
Ancient Heroes, crown'd with Glory, 
Owe their noble Riſe to me; 
Poets wrote the flaming Story, 
Fir'd by my Divinity: 
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If my Influence is wanting, 


Here's the 
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Muſick's Charms but liowly move; 
Beauty too in vain lies panting, 
Till I fill the Swain with Love. 


If you crown the laſting Pleaſure, 
— this way bend your Eyes; 

From my ever-flowing Treaſure 
Charming Scenes ot Bliſs ariſe, 

3 balmy Bleſſing, 

Sole Diſſ eller ot your Pain, 

Gloomy Souls from Care releaſing: 
He who diinks not, lives in vain- 


SON G CXXXV. 2+ Commons and 


Peers. 
T? ROM Liquor ne'er ſhrink 
In — — drink, 4 
And drown all grim Care and pale Sorrow: 
Let us husband to Day, | | 
For Time flies ſwift away, 
And no one's atſur'd of to morrow. 


Of all the gay Sages 
That grac'd the paſt Ages, 


| Dad Noah the mot did excel 3 


He firſt planted the Vine, 
Firſt taſted the Wine, | 


And got nobly drunk, as they tell. 
Say, why ſhould not we | 
8 Ger as bosky as he, 
Since here's Liquor as well will inſpire ? 
Then fill up my Glaſs, | 
I'll fee that it paſs 


To the Mayes of that good old Sire, 
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þ SONG CXXXVI. 


| 
ERE all People and Spor q 
| Of all Sizes and 2 J 
Coach'd Damſel and Sruire, 
And A109 in the Mire, 


. 
fr 


Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, 
Loris, La ies, Sows Babies, 
And Loobies in Scores; | 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome flecring, 

Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 


With Legions of furbelow'd pores. 


To the Tavern ſome go, 

And ſome to the Show, 

See Poppets and Moppets, 

3 for Cuddens, . 

ope-dancing, Mares prancing, 

Boats flying, Quacks lying, 

Pick · Pockets, Pick-Plackets, 
Beaft, Butchers and Beaus : 

Fops prattling, Dice rattling, 

Rooks ſhamming, Putts daiuning, 

Whores painted, Masks tainted 
In Tally-mens furbclow'd Clothes, 


The Mobs Joys wou'd you know, 
To yon Muſick-Houſe go, 

See Taylors and Sailors, 
Whores, Molly and Dolly, 
Hear Muſick makes you ſick; 
Some skipping, ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoking, ſome joking, 

Like Spigget and Tap; | 
Short Meaſure, ſtran 


age Pleaſure, 
Thus ſwilling and billing, 
Some yearly get fairly 


For Fairings, Pig, Fork, and a Clap, i 


„ 
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SONG CXXXVII. 
7 Ould 2 have a young Virgin of Fifteen 


cars, 

You muſt tickle her Fancy with Sweets and Dears, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly 

Sing a Love-Sonnet, and charm her Ears ; 
Wittily, prettily talk her down, | 
Chaſe ber, and praiſe her, if fair or brown; 
Sooth her, and ſmooth her, 

And teaze her, and pleaſe her, 

And touch but her Smicket, and all's your own. 


Do you fancy a Widow well known in Man, 
With a Front of Aſſurance come beldly on; 
Be at her each Moment, and briskly, briskly 
Put her in Mind how her Time ſteals on; 
Rattle, and prattle, altho' ſte frown, | 
Rouze her, and touze her from Morn to Noon, 
And ſhew her ſome Hour 
You'll anſwer her Dow r, 
And get but her Writings, and all's your own. 
Do you fancy a Punk of a Humour free, 
I hat's kept by a Fumbler of Quality, | 
You muſt rail at her Keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
That Pleaſvre's beſt Charm is Variety: 
Swear her much fairer than all the Town, 
Try her, and ply her when Cully's gone, 
=. her, and jog her, 
And meet her and treat her, tn 
And kiſs with a Guinea, and all's your own. 


SONG CXXXVIII. 


He. F all Comforts I miſearry d, 

When I play'd the Sot and marry'd ; 
"Tis a Trap there's none need doubt on't, 
Thoſe that are in would fain get out on't. 


z c . Ta 
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Fbe. If thus parted, I'm broken hearted ; 


To be ſober I've no Leiſure, 
What's a Man without his Pleaſure ; 


And there, if you meet with a Friend, pray do. 


The $YRE u. 


She, Vie! my Dear, pray come to Bed, 
That Napkin take and bind your Head, 
Too much Drink your Brains has dos'd, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd. 


He. Oons! tis all one, if I'm up or lie down, 
For as ſoon as the Cock crows I'll be gone. 
She. Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was I, was L made a Wife to lie alone? 


H.. From your Arms my ſelf divorcing, 


I this Morn muſt ride a courſing, 
A Sport that far excels a Madam, 
Oc all the Wives have been ſince Adam. 


She. I, when thus I've loſt my Due, 


Muſt hug my Pillow, wanting you ; 
And whilſt you tope it all the Day, 
Regale in Cups ſs Tea. 


He. * what care I? drink your S.ops till you 

ie, 
Yonder's Brandy will keep me a Month from 
home. 


When I, when | ſend for you, my Dear, pray 
He. Ere I'll be from Rambling hinder'd, 
IIl renounce my Spouſe and Kindred; 


She. To my Grief then I muſt ſee, 
Strong Wine and Nautz my Rivals be; 
Whilu you carouſe it with your Blades, 
Poor I lit ftitching with my Maids, 


He. Gans: you may go to your Goſlips you 


— — — — 
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Fhe. Go, you Joker, go, Provoker, 


Never, never ſhall 1 meet a Man like you. 


SONG CXXXIX. 


H O' cruel you ſeem to my Pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am true; 
Yet, Phillis, you love a falſe Swain, 
Who has other Nymphs in his View: 
Enjoyment's a Trifle to him, 
To me what a Heav'n it would be; 
To him but a Woman you ſcem, 
But ah ! you're an Angel to me. 


Thoſe Lips which he touches in Hafle, 


To them 1 for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear Waiſt, 
Which he Trans as beſide him you go; 
'That Arm, like a Lily ſo white, | 
Which over his Shoulders you lay, 
My Boſom could warm it all Night, 
My Lips they would preſs it all Day. 


Were I like a Monarch to reign, 
The Graces my Subjekts to bh 

I'd leave them, and fly to the Plain, 
To dwell in a Cottage with thee : 
But if I muſt feel thy Diſdain, 

If Tears cannot Cruelty drown, 
O! let me not live in this Pain, 

But give me my Death in a Frown. 


SON G CXL. 


| Was tripping it over the Graſs; 
And there he ſpy'd with _—_ ut-brown 
A pretty tight Country : 
Nair by ſays he, 
With an Air brick and free, 


HERE was and a Swain full fair, 


[ «aa a« 


The SYREN, 123 


Come, let us each other know: 
She bluſh'd in his Facc, 
And * with a Grace, 
Pray forbear, Sir; No, no, no, no, Se. 
The Lad being bolder grown, 
. to ſteal a kiſs; 
She ery d, piſn let me alone, 
But held up her Noſe for the Bliſs: 
And when he begun, 
She would never have done, 
But into his Lips ſhe did grow ; | 
Near ſmother'd to Death 1 
As ſoon as ſhe'd Breath, | 
She ſtammer' d out, No, no, no, no, Sc. | 


Come, come, ſays he, Maid, 
Let's walk to yon private Grove ; 
* ights in the cooling Shade, 
re I'll read thee a Leſſon of Love: 
Che mends her Pace, e 
And haſtes to the Flace; 
But if her LeQture you'd know, 
Lt a baſhful oung Muſe 
Plead the Maiden Excuſe 
And anſwer you, No, no, no, no, Sc. 


SONG CXLI. 
12 — 
ere . 
Young i! — 7 bonny 15 * 
And ſtood liſt ning by: 
Says Will, we will not tarry 
Two Months before we marry. 
No, no, fie no, never never tell me fo, 
2 2 15 1 7 and die. | 
ays Ne all not I. 
Says Nell, 


* 
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But I will be religious, | | 
q * all, fly all, — while 1 breathe, defy all, 
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Long time betwixt Hope and Deſpair, 


And Kiſſes mixt between, 
He with a Song did charm her Ear, 
Thinking ſhe chang'd had been 3 


Says Hill, I want a Blefling, 


Subſantialler than Kiſſing. | 

No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
For I'll never change my Mind: 
Says Nell, She Il prove more kind, 
Says Nell, &c. 


| Smart Pain the Virgin finds, 


Altho' by Nature taught, 


When ſhe firſt to Man inclines : 


Quoth Nell, I'll venture that. 


i On! who wou'd loſe a Treaſure, 


For ſuch a puny Pleaſure ? - 
Nar I, not 1. no, a Maid I'll live and die, 
| And to my Vow be rrue, 

Qrrth Nell, The more Fool you, 

Luoth Nell, Se. 


To wy Cloſet I'll repair, 


And read on godly Books, : 
Forget vain Love, and worldly Care. 
__ 2Qnoth Nell, That likely looks! 
You Men are all perfidious, 


our Sex I now deſpiſe. _ 
Says Nell, By Jove, ſbe lies, 
Says Nell, Ec. 


SONG CXLI. 


Io to great Ce = 
i Long Life, "pan and Pleaſure, 


is a Health that divine is, 
Fill your Glaſs full as mine is: 


The SYRE u. 


Let none fear a Fever, 
But take it off thus Boys. 
Let the King live for ever, 
'Tis no Matter for us Boys. 
Try all the Loyal, 
Defy all, give Denial, 


Sure none thinks bis Glaſs ioo big here, 


Nor any Prig here, 
Or e bee, here 
Of Cripple Tony's Crew, 
Thar now looks blue, 
His Heart akes tov, 
The Tap won't do, 

His Zeal ſo true, 

And P. ujects new, 

Il Fate does now purſue. 


Let Tories guard the King, 
Let Whigs in Huher ſwing, 
Let Pilg and Shate be ſnamm'd, 
Let bugg'ring Oates be damn d. 
Let cheating Play'rs be nick d, 
The Turn- coat Scribe be kick'd, 
Let Rebel City Dons | 
Ne'er beget their Sons, 
Let every Whiggiſh Peer 
That rapes a Lady fair, 
And leaves his only Dear 
The Sheets to gnaw and tear, 
Be puniſh d out of Hand, 
And fore d to pawn his Land, 
T' attone the grand Aff. ir. 
Great Charles, like Febovab, 

Spares Foes would unking him, 
And warms with bis Graces 

The Vipers that ſting him. 

G 3 
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Will appear, &c. 
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„Till crown'd with juſt Anger 
The Rebel he ſeizes, 


Thus Heaven cin thunder 


Whenever it pleaſes. 
Then to the Duke fill fill up the Glaſs, 


The Son of our Martyr, be v'd of the King, 


Envy'd and lov'd, 
Yet bleſs'd from above, 

Secur'd by an Angel ſafe under his Wing. 
Fattion and Folly, | | 
And State Melancholy, 


Wich Tony in Whigland fos ever ſhall dwell. 


Let Wit, Wine, and Beauty 
Then teach us our Duty, 


For none e er can love, or be wiſe and rebel. 


SONG CXLIL. 
USY, curious, thirſty Fly, | 
Drink with me, and drink as I. 
Freely welcome to my Cu 
Couldſt thon ſip, and fip it up: 


Make the moſt of Life you may, 
Life is ſhort, and wears away, 


Both alike are, mine and thine 
 Haſten quick to their Decline. 


Thine's a Summer, mine no more, 
Tho repeated to Threeſcore ; 

Threeſcore Summers, when they te gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as one, . 


SONG cxuv. 
E T us revel and toar, 
L Let us revel roar, 


Brisk Wine is our Store, 
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And the Gods too will club to our Pleaſure: 
When we wallow all Night 

In an unknown Delight, 

Aurora diſcovers our Treaſure. 


Thus we're free from all Care, 
Thus we're free from all Care, 
| From Taxes and War; 
Nay, we know not the Name of dull Sorrow : 
Bv'ry Parſe is our Prey, 
Which we ſpend in one Day, : 
And the Devil take care for To-morrow. 


Let us never repine, 
; Let vs never repine, 
| Brisk Women #rnd Wine 
Make the Eyes of our Love to run over : 
Leave the How and the I hat 
| To the Politick Sot, | 
And the Nen to the Fool of a Lover. 


3 s ON G CxLv. 

„ INE, Wine in a Morning, 

} Makes us frolick and gay, 
That like Eagles we ſoar 

| # In the Pride of the Day, 
 Gouty Sors of the Night 

— Only find a Decay. 


5 
| Tis the Sun ripes the Grape, 
: 
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1 
1 * 
1 
5 
£5 
za 
5 
o 
.*% 
F 
175 
# 
2 
. 2 
8 
= 
* 


And to drinking gives Light; 
We imitate him, 
When by Noon we're at height; 
They ſteal Wine, who take it, 
| he's out of Sight. | 
Boy, fill all the Glaſſes, 
ill them up now he ſhines, 
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The higher be riſes, 
The more he refines ; 
For Wine and Wit fall, 
As their Maker declines, 


SONG CXLVI. 
OW the hungry Lions roar, 
| And howling Wolves behold the Moon; 
No the heav Ploughmen ſnore, | 
1 After daily Lis i done, 
rip it, trip it, trip it, ſoftly round, 
| Sow E be this 1 | x 
Now the Brands of Fire do glow, 
Whilſt the Screech- Owl, ſcreeching loud, 
Puts the Wretch thar lies in Woe, 
In rewembiauce of a Shroud. 
Trip it, &c. = 
Now it is the Time of Night, 
That the Craves are gaping wide, 
Ev'ry one lets forth his Spright, 
In the Church - way Paths io guide. 
Trip it, &c, | 5 
And we Fairies that do run, 
By the triple Hecat?'s Team, 
From the Preſence of the Sun, 
Following Darkneſs like a Dream, 
Trip it, &c. 8 
Tho' we frolick, let no Mouſe, 
Oc boding Bird, or Beaſt of Prey, 
Diſturb the Quiet of this Houſe, 
But downy Sleep bring on the Day. 
T. ip it, &c, | 


Weaving Spiders come not here, 
|  Sported Snakes do no Offence: 


* 


The SYREN. 129 


Bectles black, approach not here 
Wo:m, and Snail, be far from hence. 
Tr id it, &c. 


By the dead and drowſy Fire, 
Ev'ry Elf and fairy Spri ght, 
Hops as little Bird from Bry'r, 
imbly, nimbly, and as light. 
Trip it, &c. | | 


Now join all your warbling Notes 
In Chorus of ſweet Harwoay, 

Strain aloud your fairy Thiozrs, 
Sing and dance it trippingly. 


Hand in Hand, with fairy Grace 


We will ſings and bleſs this Place, 
May Plenty, Paſtime, and ſweet Peace, 
Daily in this Houſe iacreaſe. 


Trip it, trip it, trip it ſoftly road 


| Ever ſacred be this Ground. 


 _$ONG Cxivil 
Very pretty Fancy, a brave gallante Show ; 
A A very preuy F ancy,a bra * : Shen, 
E juſte come fxom France, a very pretty Fancy, 
E juſt come from France, toute nonugan. | 


De firſt ting be de true Pitture of de great mag- 
nilſicent Gay of Londre 


Dat fill every Part of 2 World vid Surprize 
1 1 
Here de cunning French, de viſe Italian, and Spa- 


niard runne, 


And vere can dey go elſe, morbleu, to get quare 
ter of de Money. 55 e 
Gs 
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And for de divetſions, dat make a de Pleaſure for 


dis great Town, 

Dey be ſo many, ſo fine, ſo pleaſant, fo cheap 
as never was known; 

Here be de Hay- Market, vere de Italian Opera 
do ſwectly ſcund, 

Dat coſt a de brave Gentry no more as two hun- 
dred touſand Pound. Ip | 

H-re be de famous Comediens of de World, de 
troupe Italien, | 1 

Dat make a de poor Engliſh veep, becauſe dey vil 
troupe home agen; | 

De toder Place be Madamoiſc!le Violante ſhew a 

ee _ © b 

She jumpu e rope ten ſtorie and never breax 
her — * | | | 

Here be de viſe Managers ſhew all de viſdom of 

de ir brain, | | 

Dat make a de fine ting of Wagner & Abericick 

in Drury Lane, 


Sec how dey turn about, for deir own Diverſion, & 


in the Flying Chair, : 
So prodigious Entertainment vil never be dis 
___ touſand Year. | | 


$SONG CXLVIIL 


QA Y, good Maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your 


a_ Butt, 


Since our Champagne s gone, and our Claret's 


run out; 
Which of all the brick Wines in your Empire 
that grow 


Willſerve to delight your poor Drunkards below? 


Reſolve us, grave Sir, and ſoon ſend it over, 
Leſt we die, leſt we die of the Sin of be ug ſobers 


«ws — — —— 


{His Beard no bigger though than thine,) 


$ONG cxlIX. 
A RK ! the bonny Chriſt-Church Bells 


1, 2, 3, 43» 5, 6. | 
They ſound ſo woundy great, 


So wond'rous ſweet, 
And they troul ſo merrily merrily, 
Hark the firſt and ſecond Bell, 
That every Day at Four and Ten, 
Crics come to Pray'rs, 
And the Virger troops before the Dean. | 
Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the ſmall Bell at Nine 
To call the He ens, 2 
But the Dev'l a Man 


Will leave his Cann, 
Till he hears the mighty Tom. 
SONG CL. 


I 'LL tell thee, Dick, where I have been, 


1 Where I the rareſt Things have ſeen; 


Oh Things without Compare ! 


Such Sights again cannot be found 


In any Place on Engliſh Ground, 
Be it at Wake or Fair. | | 
At Charing-Creſs, hard by the Way, | 
Where we (thou know'ſt)do fell our Hay, 
There is a Houſe with Stairs; 


Ard there did I ſec coming down | 


Such Folk as are not in our Town, 
Vorty at leaſt in Pairs. | 


Among the reſt one peſt lent fine 
W.lk'd on before the reſt : 


ren. 
Our Land lord looks like nothing to him: 


The King (Cod bleſs him) 'twould undo him, 
Should he go ſtill ſo dreſt. 


At Courſe a-Park, without all Doubt, 
He ſheuld have firſt been taken out, 
By all the Maids i” th* Town - 
Though luſty Roger there had been, 
Or little George upou the Green, 
Or Vincent of the Crown. 


But wot you what? The Youth was going 

To make an End of all his Wooing 3 

| The Parſon for him ſaid : 

Yet by his Leave (for all his Haſte) 

He did not ſo much wiſh all paſt, 
(Perchance) as did the Maid. 

The Maid and thereby hangs a Tale 

For ſuch a Maid no 22 Ale 
Could ever yet produce: 

No Grape that's kindly ripe cou d be 

$0 round, ſo plump, ſo ſoft as ſhe, 

| Nor half ſo full of Juice. 


Her Finger was ſo ſmall, the Ring | 
Would not ſtay on which they did brings 
5 It was too wide a Peck : 
And to ſay Truth (for out it muſt) 
It look'd like the great Collar (juſt) 
About our young Coli's Neck. 
Her Feet beneath her Petticoat, 
Like little Mice ſtole in and out, 
| As if they fear'd the Light, 
But oh ! ſhe dances ſuch a Way! 
No Sun upon an Eaſter Day 
” Is halt ſo fine a Sight. 
He would have kiſa'd her once or twice, 
ſhe would not, ſhe was ſo nice, | 
She would not do't in Sight: 


And then ſhe looks as who ſhould ſay, 
1 will do what [ liſt to Day; 
And you ſhall do't at Night. 


Her Checks ſo rare a White was on, 
No Daiſie makes Compariſon, 

(Who ſees them is undone: 
For Streaks of red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Cath'rin: Pear, 


(The Side that's next the Sun.) 


Her Lips were red; and one was thin, 
 Compar'd to that was next her Chin, 
(Some Bee had ſtung it vewly :) 
But ( Dick) her Eyes ſo guard her Face, 
1 durſt no more upon them gaze, 
Than on the Sun in July. 
Her Mouth ſo ſmall, when ſhe does ſpeak, 
Thou'dſt ſwear her Teeth her Words did break, 
That they might Paſſage get : | 
But ſhe ſo handled ſtull the Matter, 
They came as good as ours, or better, 
And are not ſpeat a whit. 
If wiſhing ſhould be any Sin, 
The Prieſi himſelf had guilty been, 
She look d that Day ſopurely : 
And did the Youth ſo oft the Fear, 
At Night, as ſome did in Conceit, 
It would have ſpoil'd him ſurely- 
Juſt in the Nick the Cook knock'd thrice, 
And all the Waiters in a trice 
His Summons did 3 
Each — — with Diſh in Hand, 
| March'd boldly up, like ourTrain'd Band, 
Preſented, and away. 
When all the Meat was on the Table, 585 
What Man of Knife or Teeth was able, 8 
To ſtay to be intreated ? 
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And this the very Reaſon was, 
Beforc the Parſon could ſay Grace, 
The Company was ſeated. 


The Bus'neſs of the Kitchen's great, 
For it it fit that Men ſhould eat, 
Nor was it there deny d: 
Paſſior. oh me! how I run on! 
There's that that would be thought upon, 
(I trow) beſides the Bride. | 


Now Hats fly off, and Youths carouſe, 
Healths firſt go round, and then the Houſ:, 
The Bride's came thick and thick; 
And when twas nam'd another's Health, 
Perhaps he made it her's by Stealth. 
And who covld help it, Dick ? 
O'th' ſudden up they riſe and dance; 
Then fir again, and ſigh and glance: 
Then dance again and Liſs ? 


Tbus ſeveral Ways the Time did paſs, 
Till ev'ry Woman wiſh'd her Place, 


And ev'ry Man wiſh'd his. 


Buy this Time all were ſtoln afide, 


To counſel aud undreſs the Bride; 
But that he muſt not know : 
But yet twas thought he gueſs d her Mind, 


And did not mean to ſtay behind, 


Above an Hour or ſo. 


When in he came, (Dick) there ſhe lay, 


Like new-fal'n Snow melting away, 
('T'was Time, I trow, to part) 
Kiſſes were now the only Stay, 


Which ſoon ſhe gave, as who would ſay, 


Good B'yc ! with all my Heart. 


But, juſt as Heav'n would have, to croſs it, 


In came the Bride-Maids with the poſſet: 


The Bridegroom cat in Spite 3 
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For had he left the Women to't, 
It would have coſt two Hours to do't, 
Which were too much that Night. 


At length the Candle's out, and now, 

All that they had not done, they do.: 
What that is, who can tell? 

But I believe it was no more 

Than thou and I have done before 
With Bridget and with Nell. 


SONG CLI. 


L Iberia“, all my Thought and Dream, 
| She's all my Pleaſure and my Pain 2 
Liheri a's all that I eſteem, 8 


And all I fear is her Diſdain. 


Her Wit, her Humour, and her Face, 
Pleaſe beyond all I felt befor e; 

Oh! why can't I admire her leſs? 
Or, dear Liberia, love me more. 


Like Stars, all other Female Charms 
Ne'er touch my Heart, but feaſt mine Eye 4 
For ſhe's the only Sun that warms, | 


| With her alone I'd live and die. 


Immortal Pow'rs, whoſe Work divine 
Inſpites my Soul with ſo much Love, 
Grant your Liberia may be mine, | 
| Aud then I ſhare your Joys above. 


SONG CLIL 


A Pello once yer fair Daphne alone, | 
Diſcover'd his Flame in a paſſionate Tone 3 

He told her, and bound it with many a Curſes 
He was zcady to take her for better for worle ; 
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Then talk d of the Smart, 
| And the Hole in his Heart, 
So large, one might drive thro' the Paſſage a 
| Cart, t 
But the ſilly coy Maid, to the Cod's great + 
Amazement, 5 | 
Sprung away from his Arms, and leapt thro ) 
the Caſement. | |: 
He following, ery d out, my Life, and wy |} 
D-ar, | 


—— — 
m « 


\ 
o 

- 
\ 
1 


- r 


* Return to your Lover, and lay by your Fear; 
i You think me, perhaps, ſome Scoundrel, or 

! Wboreſon; 

4 Alas! I've no wicked Defign on your Perſon. 

F | | I'm a God by my Trade, 

N Young, plump, and well made; 
| | Then let me careſs thee, and be not afraid. 

i 
| 8 While the poor purſy God came panting behind, 


{1 I'm the Chief of Phyſicians, and none of the 
i: College | 
| Muſt be mention'd with me, for Experience and 
| Knowledge; 
Each Herb, Flow'r, and Plant, by its Name I 
ces call, 
And " more than the beſt Seventh · Son of them 


With my Powder and Pills, 
| | ll cure all the IIIs 

a 1 or off ſuch Numbers each Week in the 
N | 


_— | 
But ftill ſhe kept running, and flew like the 
Wind, | 


While the poor purſy Cod came panting behind. 
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Beſides, I'm a Poet, Child, into the Bargain, 


And top all all the Writers of fam'd Covent- 
Gardens 
I'm 8 of the Stage, and the Pattern of 
itz 
I ſet my own Sonnets, and ſing to my Kit: 
I'm at Will's all the Day, | 
| And each Night at the Play, 
And Verſes I make An as Hops, as they ſay. 


' When ſhe heard him talk thus, the redoubled her 


Speed, 
And flew like a Whore from a Conſtable freed. 
* * our wiſe Lover, (but Lovers are 
| n 
In _ Language of Lombard. ſtreet, told her his 
ind; 
Look, Lady, what here is, tis plenty of Money; 
Odsbubs, I muſt ſwinge thec, my Joy, and my 
Honey. | 
I fit next the Chair, 
And ſhall ſhortly be Mayor, 


| Neither Clayjou ner Dunromb with me can com- 


— 
1 
py 


pare : | 3 
Tho! as —_—_ as Prim, as deform'd as the 
Devil, | | | | 
The ” had ſucceeded, the Nymph had been 
=. 
SONG CLIN. 
I Aidens beware ye, | 
3 Love will enſnare ye, 
If you but look, or lend an Ear, 
| Words will detain ye, 
Sighs will crapan ye, 
Tears will draw you into the Snare 
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Daily you'll find it, 
If you'll but mind it, 
How many Maids falſe Men betray : 
Let this concern ye, 
1 Let their Fall learn ye, 
From the Danger to run away. 
Run, run, run away. 
Let Virtue guard ye, 
Praiſe will reward ye, 

And you will ſhine in brighteſt Fame; 
= When the poor Creature, 
That yields her Charter, 

Lives abandon'd, and dies with Shame, 

To hear ſuch a Name, 


SONG CLV. 


| oh with Ga 
| ad laid his Wings afide ; 
And leſt they ſhould be Rolen aways 

Sat on his Dartsaſtride. 
For oft the God had, to his Coſt, 

Ila: Prior ſweetly Ggns) 
His Quiver, Bow, and Arrow loft, 
| But never loſt his Wings. 


Miſs Kitty, Love's great Favourite, 
Was there a Stander-by, 

And hit upon a new Conceit, 

Which ſhe reſoþv'd to try. 

She oft had heard her Lover ſigh, 
And praiſe her Angel Face, 

And raiſe her Beautics to the Sky» 
Where they deſerv'd a Place. 


She wou d not truſt the flatt ring Youth, 
And gave a careleſs Ear; 


ede to play, 
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Vet fain at H=—n wou'd know the Truth, 
But how ſhou'd ſhe get there ? 


The Urchin's apy, > wou'd fit her Shape, 
And put it to a Trial; 

Jet durſt not ask the waggiſh Ape, 
She fear'd a pert Denial. 


+ -— ap he or Care, 
ab * 


Did not ſuſ = So y Fair, 
The ſeeming — Maid. 

Whilſt Joke and witty Repartee 

| Teig. him and 64 paſt, 

She ſtole his Wings, and merrily 

To P———r"s Gate did haſte, 


4 _ and rapping hard, 

| 8 ty wy 15 | 
1d to his repair 

To ler let the Angel in. s 


When Porter P. op d the b 
And ſaw her Face — Mien, | 
Of Bows and Scrapes he made ſome Score, 
 Expeftirg ſhe'd come in. 


But, pointing to the Earth, the Fair, 
Then, laughing, ſaid aloud, | 
I'd rather be an Angel there, 
Than one amongſt a Croud. 


SONG CLV. 


HEN Delia on the Plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender Fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move, 


Tell me my Heart, if this be Love? 


Whene er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd Ear 
No other Voice bu Tx can bear, 
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No other Wit, but her's approve, 
Tell me my Heart, if this be love? 


If ſhe ſome other Swain commend, 
Tho' I was once his fondeft Friend; 

That laſtant, Enemy I prove, 

Tell me my Heart, if this be Love? 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all, that pleas'd before; 
The cleareſt Spring, or ſhady Grove. 
Tell me wy Heart, if ibis be Love? 
When arm'd with inſolent Diſlain, 
She ſeem d to triumph oer my Pain; 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove, 


Tell me my Reart, if this be Love? 


SON G. CLVI. 


bn e Outs, l fron, 
I none would love but you: 


But not to change would wrong me more, 


Than breaking them can do. 
Let you thereby a Truth will learn, 
Of much more worth than I; | 
Which is, That Lovers which do ſwear, 
Do always uſe to lie. 
Chloris does now poſſeſs that Heart 
Which to you did belong: | 
But, tho' thereof ſhe brags a while, 
She ſhall not do ſo long, | 
She thinks, by being fair and kind, 


To hinder my Remove, 


And ne'er ſa much as dreams that Change, 


Above both thoſe, I love. 
Then grieve not any more, nor think 
V Change is a Diſgrace : 


an MM Mat 23 . . oa  oa- 
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For tho! it robs you of one Slave, 
It leaves another Place, | 

Which your bright Eyes will ſoon ſubdue 
With him does them firſt ſee: 

For if they could not conquer more, 
They ne ex had conquer d me. 


SONG cLun. 


A S K not the Cauſe, why ſudden Spring 


So long delays her Flow'rs to bear? 
Why warbling Birds forget to ſing, | 
And Winter Storms invert the ? 
Chl:yis is gone, and Fate provides, 
To make it Spring where ſhe reſides. 


choris is gone, the cruel Fair; 

She calts not back a pitying Eye; 
But left her Lover in Deſpair, | 

To figh, to languifh, and to die: 
Ah, how can thoſe fair Eyes endure 
To give the Wounds they will not cure! 


Great God of Love, why haſt thou made 


A Face that can all Hearts command, 
That all Religions can invade, | 

And change the Laws of ev'ry Land? 
Where thou had'ſ plac'd ſuch Pow'r before, 


Thou ſhould' have made her Mercy more. 


When Choris to the Temple comes, 
Adoring Crowds before her fall; 


She can reſtore the Dead from Tombs, 


And ev'ry Life but mine recal: 
] only am by Love defign'd 
To be the Viktim for Mankind. 
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SONG CLVIIL ( 

JI © Kent ſo fam'd of Old, | 
| Nearby the pleaſant Knold, Bu 
A Swain a Goddeſs told 
An am'rous Story; | Fa 
Saying, in theſe jarring Days, | | 
When Kings contend tor Bays, Po 
Your Love my Sou: Joes taiſe | 
Above its Glory. u. 
My Life, my lovely Dear, ä 
Whbila you are ſmiling here, At 
'The Plants and Flow'rs appear 
Moſt ſweetly charming; Bu 

The Sun may ceaſe to ſhine, | 
And all its Power reſign, | u. 
Your Eyes dart Rays di vine, | 

ature warming. 1 
0 
Then leaning on her Breaſt, 
He claſp'd her lovely Waiſt, | An 
With Words endearing preſt, 1 
No Thought of harming ; 


At which the bluſhing Maid 

Thus, ſighing, to him ſaid, 
My fooliſh Heart's betray'd 
y Words ſo charming. 


Near by there was a Grove, 

A. proper Place for Love, 

To which this Couple move, 
! Allke deſiring; | 
She fell into his Arms, 

And ſaid, take all my Charms, 
Love beats his laſt Alarms, 

Im juſt expiring, 


as b 
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SONG CLIX. 
F a noble Race was Shinken, 
The Line of Open Tuder; 
Bu: hur Renown is fled and gone, 
Since cruel Love purſu'd hur. 
Fair Hinnie's Eyes bright ſhining, 
And Lily Breafts alluring, 
Poor Shinken's Hearty, with fatal Dart, 
Have wounded, paſt all curing. 
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Hur was the prettiſt Fellow 
At Foot-Bal!, or at Cricket 
At Hunting Chaſe, or Priſon Baſe, 
Cotſplut, how hur cou'd kick it. 


But now all Joys are flying, 
All pale and wan hur Cheeks too 
Hur Heart ſo akes, hur quite forſakes 
Hur Hecrings and her Lecks too. 


No more muſt dear Metheglin 
Be top'd at good Montgomery; 

And if Love ſmart fore one Week more, 
Adieu Cream-Cheeſe and Flummery, 

SONG CLX. 

N the Fields, in Froſt and Snows, 
Watching late and early, 

There I kept my Father's Cows, 
There I milk d em early: 


Booing here ing there CE 

Here py Ox gown, ng every where a Boo. 
u. 5 all Care and Strife, | 
In a charming Country Life. 

Then at home amongſt the Fowls 
= Watching late and early, 


There I tend my Father's Owls, 
There I feed them early: 
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Whooing here, whooing there, 
Here a Whoo, there a Whoo, every where a 
Whoo. | 
We defy all Care, &c. 


When the Summer Fleeees heap, 
Watching late and early; 
Then I ſhcar my Father's Sheep, 
Then | keep them early: 
Bacing herc, Henley there, 8 
Here a Bae, there a Bae, every where a Bae. 
We defy all Care, &. | 


In the Morning, ere 'twas light, 
In the Morning early; 
There I met with my Dclight, 
Once he lov'd me dearly: 
_ Wooing here, wooing there, | 
Here a Woo, there a Woo, every where a Woo. 
O] bow free from Care, &c. 


Ere the Light came from above, 
In the Mowing early; 
There I met with my true Love, 
There I met him carly: 
Wooing here, wooing there, | | . 
Here à Woo, there a Woo, every where a Woo, 
Ob ! het free from Care, &c. | 
In the Mor a Six o' Clock, ? 
In the Morning early, 
There I fed our Turkey Cock, ed 
"_—_ fed him early, cou, cou, goble, goble, 
Here a Cou, there a Cou, every where a Con. | 


| | In the Morning near the Fens, | 
| In the Morning early, 


1 
. 
: 
. 
* 
2 
4 
4 
11 
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Her a here, is eve, 


There Lcd ay Fathers Hou, 
There I feed them early: 

Cackle here, _ -— x here 

Here a Cack, ere a C 2 0 a Cack, 
Ob! bow free from Care, & 4 

In the Morning with wool Sper, | 
In the Morning earl 1 

I my Father's Ducks is food, 1 
In the Monin 


. 


In the fair and Ik 
Ee, 
There my Fat f 
re I fed chem car carly: 1 
* r Grant, every where a | 


907 8 bow Care and Stri 

De * 
SONG CLXI. | 

OVE': a Dream of mighty Treaſure, 


Which in Fan 9 cls ; f 
In the Folly lies the [' 
Wiſdom — makes it is leſs. | 
When we think, Paffion heated, 2 
We a Goddeſs ve in Chaſe, | i 
Like Ixios we are cheated, 
And a gaudy Cloud embrace. 7 
Happy only is the Lover, by 
Whom his Miſtreſs well deceives; | 


Seeking nothin to diſcover, 
d Ue contend Lies as Ek 
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But the Wretch that wou'd be knowing 
What the Fair-One wou'd diſguiſe, 


Labours for his own undoing, | 


Changing bappy, to be wiſe. 


SONG CLXII. 
n when merry ne, his 


Proc laĩmed a neighbourly Feaſt; 
The firſt that appear'd was a Man of the Gown, 
A jolly Parochial Prieſt ; 
He ira” up his Bowl, drank a Healrh « to the 
Church, 
Preferring it to the King, 
Altho' he long ſince had left both in the Lurch, 
Feet he canted like any thing. 


The next was a talkative Blade (whom we call 
A DoRftor of the Civil Law) 
He guzzl'd and drank up the Devil and all, 
As faſt as the Drawer could draw; 
But a Health to all Nobles he ſtifly deny'd, | 
Tho luſtily he could ſwill. 
| | Breauſe, ſtill the faſter the Quality dy'd, 
1 | It brought the more Griſt to his Mill. 
b| The next a Ph yſician to Ladies and Lords, 
a And con caſes ol — and Pain, "NT 
nd conjures Diſtem away with W 
. | "Which he knows i * Heal of his Cain "yg 
| He age from his Coach, fill'd his Cup to the | 
| rim; d 
And udn did freely agree, | 
4 Thar Bat whe gave «4 ſuch Cordial to drink, 
FR Was a better Phyfician than he. 


| | 'The next was a Juſtice who never read Laws N \ 
Wich — Informers behind, | 7 


. 
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On free · coſt he tippl'd, and ſtill bid them draws 
Till his Worſlp had drank bimſelf blind; 
Then reeling away, they ranibl'd in queſt 
Of Drunkatds and Jilis of the Town, 
That they might be puniſh'd, to frighten the 


re 
Except they would drop him a Crown. 


The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law, 
By Tallymen chiefi muy, | 
Who lengthen'd his Bill with co by and maw- 


raw, | 
And a thouſand ſuch Items beſide ; 


The Healths that he drank, were to Weſftminfler- | 


Hall, 

And to all the grave Dons of the Gown 
Rependum in Petro, durendum in Paul, 
Such Latin ſure never was known. 

The laſt that appear'd was a Soldier in ted, 
With his Hair doubl'd under his Hat, | 

Who was eee a fine Gentleman made, 

Tho' as hungry and as a Rats 


He ſwore by his God, tho' he liv'd by his King, 


Or the Help of ſome impudent Punk, 


That he would not depart, till he made the Bute | 


| ſin 
And Peſclf muſt confoundedly drunk. 


| SONG CLXIII. 
Soldier and a Sailor, a Tinker and a Tailor, 
Had once a doubtful Striſe, Sir, | 
o make a Maid a Wife, Sir, | 

Whoſe Name was Buxom Joan, 

W hoſe Name was Buxow _ z 
For now the Time was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended 
To lick her Lips at Man, Sir, 

| "MY 
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That Fu | 
He wou'd chatter, and thunder, and wheedle, 
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And lie a. Nights alone, 
And lic a-Nights alone. 


The Soldier ſwore like Thunder 


He lov'd her more than Plunder; 


And ſhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 


Which he had brought from far, Sir, 
With fighting for her Sake. 
The Taylor thought to pleaſe her, 
By off ring her his Meaſure 3 
De Tinker too, with Metal, 
Said he wou'd mend her Kettle, 


And op up ev'ry Leak. 


But while theſe three were prating, 

The Sailor ſlily waiting; 

Thought, if it came about, Sir, 

That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, 
He then might play his Part: 

And juſt e en as he meant, Sir, 

To Loggerheads they went, Sir, 

And then he let fly at her, 


A Shot twist Wind and Water, 


Which won this fair Maid's Heart. 5 
SONG CLXIV. 


Ard „ 


vn me 
ems — Fellow, | 


And bellow, 


| Which no body can deny, deny, which no body can 


deny. 


He was charm'd with a Damfſcl, but cou 


tell how 


To humour his liquoriſh Fancy, and ſo 2 
2 Nymph is db. Shape of a Cow, 


He clapp'd up bi 


| %. 
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But here let us make up our Poetry full 3 

For the Man muſt have got no Brains in his Skull, 

W ho does not conclude, that Fove turn'd a Bull. 

i dich wo body, &. | 

His Method of wooing was loud and ſonorous, 

At the Time of the Year when the San enten 
Taurus; | ed | | 

Then Taurus did enter fair To the porous. 

Which n body 3 &c. 


He gave her two Horns, for a Screen to his Love, 
As Sano ave him, as plainly does prove; . 
There's a Strumpet below, for a Cuckold above. 
Which no body, &c. | 


The Lovers, by Inſtin, together wa moving, 
When he had a Fancy on Earth to be roving; 
Then ſhe ran a Bulling, or clic ran a Joving. 


1 Which no body, &c. 


They may paſs for as clever a cornuted Pair, 
As you e er ſaw at Smithfield, (where the Sight 


Or at Brentford Reumford, or any Horn- 
at Brentford, or or an Pai 
N &c. FF N MY 


| Tnſtead of a Shepherdeſs lac'd in her Boddice, | 
That. « ſwag-belly's Cow ſhou'd go for a God- 


bv 
Which no body, &e. ja 


Alexander, who conquer d full many a Foe, 
Mars, Hercules, Neptune, and more than we 


know, 


Were Sons of this Jove, tho' not Funo. 
Which no body, 8 y 127 


But as the proliſieal Virtue wore off, 
His amorous Fears made all the World laugh, 


H 3 
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He cou'd 1 more Heroes, and ſo got a Call. 


| 2 grave was the Fruit of this Rub, 
For 
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is Name does pronounce him a Fupiter's Cub | 4 
He was born in a Cow - Houſe, ad 10d in a Tub, ; 
Which no body, &c. 5 | 


Let a Conſort of Butchers remember the Thing; \ 
Let Cleavers and MarroweBones merrily ring; f 
Such a jovial Choir lo- Pœans may ſing, 


| 2 uo body can deny, deny, which no bedy can 


* | 
SONG CLXV. Chevy Chaſe. 
| Ere lies old Hare, worn out with Care, 
Wo oft times toll'd the Bell; 


Could dig a Grave, and ſet a Stave, 


And ſay Amen full well. 


For ſacred Song, he'ad Hopkins Tongue, 
And S$ternh 7 s cke ROS 9 


With Cough and Hein he'd ſtand by hem, | 


As far as Lungs wou'd go. 


Many a Feaſt for Worms he dreſt, 


Himſelf then wanting Bread ʒ 
But alas! he's gone, with Skin and Bone, 
To ſtarve them, now he's dead. 


| Here take his Spade, follow his Trade, 


Now he is out of Breath, E 
Cover the Bones of one who owns 5 
The Inſtruments of Death. = 


SONG CLXVI. 
| Ome, let us drink, and drown all Sorrow, 
For perhaps we may not, for perhaps we 
may not, | 


For perbaps we may not meet here to-morrow, 
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He that goes to Bed, goes to bed, goes to Bed 


ſober, 


Falls as the Leaves do, falls as the Leaves do, 
F.lls as the Leaves do in October. 


'This will cure the Head-ach, the Cough wits 8 


| Phthiſick, 
This is to all Men, this is to all Men, 
This is to all Men the beſt of Phy ſick. 


SONG CLXVIL 


Apyy is a Country Life, 
H Bleſt with Content, good Health and 


E. ſe, 


Free from Faftion, Noiſe, and Strife, 


We only plot ourſelves to pleaſe 3 
Peace of Mind our Days delight, 
And Love our welcome Dreams at Night. 


= Fields, and ſhady Woods ! 
Springs and 3 that _ run 

ure 
Nature's uncorrupted Goods, | | 
Where Virtue only dwells ſecure: 


Free from Vice, and free from Care, 


Age bas no Pain, nor Youth a Snare. 
3 O N G rey te 


4 e 215 ſure inſert em ; | 
Rich Wines do us raiſc to the Honour of Bayes 
Ruem non fecere diſertum? 


Fa the brisk Juice which the Gods do pro- 
uce, 
Claret ſhall be referr'd before em; 
'Tis Claret ſhall _ us Mortals create 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 
H 4 | 
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We abandon all Ale, and Beer that is tale, 
Roſa-ſolis, and damnable Stum; 

But ſparkling Red ſhall hold up its Head 
*Bove om quod exit in um- | 

This is the Wine, that in former Time 

r on arty , ws | 

Was wont to carouſe in a Boughs, 

| Recubans ſub tegmine fagi. F 


Let the Hop be their Bane, let a Rope be their 
Shame, 4 


| Let the Gout and Cholick pine em, 


| Thar offer to ſhrink in taking their Drink, 


Seu Gracum, five Latinum. 


Let the Glaſs fly about, till the Bottle is out, 


Let each one do as he's done to; 
*Vaunt thoſe that hug th' abominable Jug, 
*Mong us Heraclita ſunto. | 


Theres no ſuch 1 he that doth pleaſe 


His Palate with Beer for to ſhame us; 


Tis Claret that brings to Fancy its Wings, 


And ſays, Muſa, Majora canamus. 


He's either a Mute, or does poorly diſpute, 


That drinketh not Wine as we Men do; 


The more Wine a Man drinks, like a ſubtle 


' Spbz 
Conwy pokes ifte loqnendo. 


| How it chears the Brains, how it wanns the 


Ve 
How "gain all Croſſes it arms us! 


How it makes him that's poor courageouſly roar, 


Et mutatas dicere formas. 


Teer kee and wy op 


* 
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By Wine he that waxes, in our Syataxis, 
Eft Verbum perſonale. 


Art thou weak or lame, or thy Wits to blame ? 
Call for Wine, and thou ſhalt haveitz 
"Twill make thee to riſe, and be very wiſc, 
Cui vim natura nega vit. 
We have frolick Rounds, we have merry Go- 
downs, | 
Yet nothing is done at random ; 
For when we're to pay, we club and away, 
Id eft commune wotandum. 


No Vintners the Lads that are dry, 
But give em Wine, whate er it coſt em 3 
If they do not pay till another Day, | 
Manet alta mente repoſtum. 


Wbo ne er fails to drink all clear from the Biiak, 


With a ſmooth and even Swallow, 


III offer at's Shrine, and call it divine, 


Et erit mihi magans Apollo. 


He that drinks Mill, and user bas his Fill, 


Has a Paſſage like a Conduit. 


Brisk Wine does inſpire with Rapture and Fire, 


Sic Ether Mthera fundit. 
When we merrily quaff, if any go off, 
And lily — 1 3 . a 
Give their Noſe a oral o and kick em o th 
Breech, | | 


| Naw componuntur ab aſe. 


 T hare told you plain, and will tell you again, | 


Be he as furious as Orlando; 
He is an Aſs that from hence doth paſs, 
Ni; bibit ad Oftia ſtando. 
| 10 


And ſweet to 
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SONG CLXIX. 


E T us drink znd be merry, 
Dance, joke, and rejoice, 
With Claret and Cherry, 
Theorbo and Voice: 
The changeable World 
Jo our Joy is unjuſt, 
All Treature's uncertain, 
Then down with your Duſt : 


In Froticks di; ole 
Your Pounds, Shillings and Pence 

For we ſhall be nothin | 
An Hundred Years Dy 


We'll kiſs and be free 


With Moll, Beity, and Nelly, 
Have Oyſters and Lobſters, 
And Maids by the Belly: 


Fiſh Dinners will make 


A Lafs ſprirg like a Flea, 


Dame /e,us (Love's Goddeſs) 


Was bern of the Sea: 
With Bacchus and with her 

We'll tickle the Senſe, 
For we ſhall be paſt it 

An Hundred Years hence. 


Your moſt beautiful Bit, 


That hath all ow upon her, 
1 


, That her Honeſty fells 


For a Hautgouſt of Honour; 
Whoſc Lightneſs and Brightneſs 
Doth ſhine in ſuch Splendor, 
That none but the Stars 
Are thought fit to attend ber 
Tho? now ſhe be pleaſant, 
| om Senſe, | 


7 8 e y 
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Will be damnable mouldy 
An Hundred Years hence. 


The Uſurer that 

In the Hundred takes Twenty, 
Who wants in his Wealth, 

And pines in his Plenty: 
Lays up for a Seaſon 

Which he ſhall ne'er ſee, 


The Year one Thouſand 


Eight Hundred and Three : 
His Wit, and his Wealth, 

His Learning, and Senſe, 
Shall be turn'd to nothing 

An Hundred Years hence. 


Vour Chancery-Lawyers, 
Whoſe Subulty thrives, 


Ia ſpinning out Suits 


To the lengih of three Lives; 
Such Suits which the Clients 
Do wear out in Slavery, 


Whilſt Pleader makes Cunſcience 


A Cloak for his Knav'ry 3 
May boaſt of Subtility 
In th' preſent Tenſe, 
But Non eſi Trwpentus | 
An Hundred Years hence. 


Then why ſhould we turm. cle 

In Cares and in Fears, 
Turn all our Tranquillit y 

To Sighs and to Tears: 
Let's cat, drink, and play, 

Till the Worms do cortupt vs, 
Tis certain poſt mortem 

Nulla Voluptas : | 

.ct's deal with our Damſels, 

That we may from thence, 
Have Broods to ſucceed us, 
An hundred M cats hence. 
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SON G CLXX, 


H ! how ſweet it is to love! | 
1 Ah! how gay is young Deſire ! 
And what pleaſing Pains we prove, 
When firſt we feel a Lover's Fire! 
Pains of Love are ſweeter far, 
Than all other Pieaſures axe. 


Sighs which are from Lovers blown, 
Do but gently heave the Heart : 
1 Ev'n the Tears they ſhed alone, 
4 Cute, like trickling Balm, their Smart, 
Lovers, when they loſe their Breath, 
Bleed away, an eaſy Death. 
Lore and Time with Rev'rence uſe, 
Treat 'em like a — Friend; 
Nor the golden Gifts ref * 
Which in Youth fincere they lend: 
For each Year their Price is more, 
And they leſs fimple than before. 
Love, like Spring-Tides, full and bigh, 
Swells in ev'ry youthful Vein ** 
But each Tide does leſs ſapply, 
Till they quite ſhrink in again ; 


SONG CLXXI. 
Rim King of the Ghoſts, make haſte, 

20 And bring hither all your Train: 
See how the pale Moon does waſte, 

And juſt now is in the Wain : 
Come, ye Night-Hags, with your Charms, 
And zevelling Witches away, 
And bug me cloſe in your Arms, 

To you my Ref IU pay, 


: 
1 
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III court you and think you fair, 
Since Love does diſtract my Brain ; 
In go, and I'll wed the Night-Mare, 

oy pp her, and = heragain 3 
But if ſhe prove in and proud, 

A Pize b o ; : 
I'll ſeck me a Winding- Shroud, 


A Lunacy I cadure 


| Since Reaſon deps away, 


Icall to thoſe Hags for Cure, 
As knowing not what 1 ſay. 


The Beauty whom I adore, 


Now flights me with Scorn and Diſdaing 


I never ſhall ſee her more 


Ab! how ſhall I bear my Pain? 


1 ramble and range about, 


To find gut my charming Saint, 
Wbilſt ſhe at my Grief does flout, 
And laughs at my loud Complaint : 
Diſtrattion, I ſee, is my Doom, 
Of this I am too too ſure ; 


A Rival is got in my Room 
— 22 — 
Strange Fancies do run in my Head, 


While, ward'ring in Deſpair 
Lawwele dels hab, 8 


ExpeRing to find her there : 
Methinks, in a ſpangled Cloud, 
I ſee her enthron'd on high ; 


Then to her I cry aloud, 


And labour to reach the Sky. 
When thus I have rav'd a while, 


And d myſelf in vain | 
Ilie on the amen Soil, : i | | q 
And bitterly do complain; | 1 


— 
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Till Slumber hath quieted me, 
In Sorrow I ſigh and weep, 

The Clouds are my Canoq y, 
To cover me while I ileep. 


o dream, that my charming Fair 
Is then in my Rival's Bed, 
Whoſe Treilcs of golden Hair 
Are on the fair Piilow ſpread; 
Then this dues my Paſſion inflame 
I Nart, and no longer can lie; 
Ah! Sylvia, art thou not to blame, 
To ruin a Lover ? I cry, 


Grim King of the Ghoſts be true, 
And hurry me hence away, 
My lavguiſhing Life to you 
A Tribute I freely pay; 
To th' Elyſran ſhades | poſt, 
In hopes to be freed from Care, 
Where many a bleeding Ghoſt 
ls hovering in the Air. | 
SONG CLXXII. 
7 O U meaner Beauties of the Night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy our Eyes, | 
More with your N:mber than your Light, 


Like common People of the Skies, 
What are you when the oon doth riſe ? 
Lou Violets, that firſt appear, 
By your fine Purple Mautles known, 
Like & proud Virgins of the Year, 
As if the Spring was all your own 
What are you when the Roſe is blown ? 


You warbling Chanters of the Wood, 


1 
13 
1. 


Who fill our Ears with Nature's Lays, E. 
Thinking your Paſſion's underſtood * 
By meaner Accents, what's your Praiſ : 

When Philomel her Voice raiſe? 1 8 
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You glorious Trifles of the Eaſt, 
Whoſe Eſtimation Fancies raiſe, 

Pearls, Rubics, Saphire, and the reſt 
Of glitt'ring Gems ; what is your Praiſe, 
When the bright Di'mond ſhews his Rays? 


So when my Princeſs ſhal! be ſeen, 
In _— of her Face and Mind, 
By Virtue firſt, then Choice a Queen; 
Tell me, if ſhe were nor defign'd, 
Th'Eclipſe and Glory of her Kind. 


The Roſe, the Violet, the whole Spring 
Unto her Breath for Sweetneſs run ; 
The Di'mond's darken'd in the Ring, 
If ſhe appear, the Moon's undone, 
As in the Preſence of the Sun. 


SONG CLXXIIL , 
H E Sun was juſt ſeiting, the Reaping was 


And over the Common I tript it alone; 

Then whom ſhou'd I meet, but young Dick of 
our Town, 3 

Who ſwore e er I went I ſhou'd have a green 


4 own 5 | 
: He preſt : I ſtu nb; 
0 He puſh'd me, I tumbl'd; 
He kiſs'd me, I prumil'd ; 
| But ſtill he kiſs'd on; 
Tien roſe aud went from me, as ſoon as he'd done. 
If be be not hamper'd for ſerving me ſos 
Moy I be vor ſe rn d, SN 
I orſe tumbi d and jumbl'd, 
M berever, wherever 1 go. 


Before am old Juſtice I ſammon'd the Spark, 
Aud how do you think I was ſery'd by tus Clerk ? 
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He pull'd cut his Ink-horn, and ask d me his Fee, 


You now ſhall relate the whole Buſineſa, quot h he, 
He preſt me, &c. | 
The Juſtice then came, tho' grave was his Look, 


Scem d to wiſh I wou'd kiſs him inſtead of the 


Book | 
He whiſper'd, his Clerk then leaving the Place, 
I was had to his Chamber, to open my Caſe. 
He preſt me, &c. 


5 I went to our Parſon to make my Complaint, 


He _—_ like a Bacchus, but d like a 
| Reg 
He ſaid, we ſhould ſoberly Nature refreſh z 
Thay, was times he urg'd me to humble the 
, | 8 
He me, I ſtambl'd, 
* We; 1 tuwbl'd, 
_ Hehiſs'd ue, I 'd; 
| But ill be kiſs'd on; | | 
Then roſe and went ſrom me, as ſoon as be'd dons. 
_— If be be not hamper'd for ſerving me ſo, 
| I be worſe rumpl'd, 
Worſe tumbl'd, jumbl'd, | 
b 8% | 


SONG CLXXIV. 
Tous Selinds to Pray” 
P If I but ask the r 
et the tender Fool's in Tears, 
ſhe believes I'll leave ber. 
Wou'd I were free from this Reftraint, 
Or elſe had Hopes to win ber; 
 Wou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a Saint, 
Or I of ber a Sinner. 
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SON G CLXXV. 
Ome, let's be merry 
While we've good Sherry 3 
Come, — be * 

Sprightly, and gay: 
Cool Winde a Plexore, 
The only Treaſure 
That makes us joyful, 

By Night or Day. 
Wine makes us jolly, 
Cures M aten 
Drowns all our Folly, 

Makes our Hearts glad ; 
While we're poſſeſſing | 
That glorious Bleſſing, 

Good Wine carefling, 

Let's not be ſad. 


SONG CLXXVI. 
Hat a Pother of late 


Have they k in the State, 
About ſettin r "Rp 


A Bottle has more 
Diſpenſations in Store | ES 
Than theKing and.the State can decree. 
When my Head's full of Wine, . 
I o'erflow with Deſign, | 7 
And know no Laws that can curb me 3 
Whate'er I deviſe £ 
Seems gnod in my Eyes, 
And Religion ne er dares to diſturb me. 
No ſaucy Remorſe 
Intrudes in my Courſe, 
Nor impertinent Notions of Evil; 
So there's Claret in Store, 
In Peace I've my Whore, 


And in Peace I jog on to the Devil. 


No Joys for me remain, 
13 2 


The winged Boy draws near, 


— ST 
* — 
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$ON G CLXXVII. 


| H E Sun was now withdrawn, 
The Shepherds home were ſped, 
The Moon wide o'er the Lawn | 
Her Silver Mantle ſpread, 
When Damon ſtay'd behind, 
And ſaunter'd in the Grove : 
Will ne'er a Nymph be kind, 
Ard give me Love for Love? 


O': thoſe were golden Hours, 
When Love, devoid of Cares, 
In all Arca dias Bow'rs . 
Lodg'd Nymphs and Swains by Pairs, 
But now from Wood and Plain 
Flies ev'ry ſprighily Laſs ; 3 


bades, or on the Graſs. 


And thus the Swain reproves: . 
Wile Beauty revell'd here, 6 
My Game lay in the Groves: | 
At Court I never fail | þ 
To ſcatter round my Arrows, | ( 
Men fall as thick as Hail, 85 . 
And Maidens love like Sparrows. | 
Then, Swain, if me you need, 4 
Strait lay your Sheep-hook down; YH, 
Throw by your Oaten Reed, 0 
And haſt: away to Town : | D 
So well I'm known at Covrt, | Ir 
Nore ask where Cupid dwells, | 
But readily reſort A 


To 83— or 11’ S% . , T. 
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SONG CLXXVIII. 


P ON Clarinda's panting Breaſt 
The happy Strephon lay, 
Wuh Love and Beauty jointly preſt 
To paſs the Time away. 
Freſh Raptures of tranſporting Love 
Struck all his Senſes dumb 
He cnvy'd not the Pow'rs above, 
Noc all the Joys to come. 


As Bees around the Garden rove, 
To fetch their Treaſures home, 

So Str-phon trac'd the Fields of Lose, 
To fill her Honey Comb: 

Her ruby Lips he kiſs d and preſt, 
From whence all Joys derive; 

Then humming round her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Strait crept into her Hive. | 


SONG CLXXIX. 
Venus! Beauty of the Skies, | 
: To whom a thouſand Temples riſe : 
| Gly falſe in gentle Smiles, | 
| Full of Love-perplexing Wiles ; 
| OGoddeſs! from my Heart remove 
| The waſting Cares and Pains of Love. 


If ever thou haſt kindly heard 
A Song in ſoft Diſtreſs preferr'd 5 

| Propitious to my tuneful Vow, 

O gentle Goddeſs! hear me now. 
Def-ond, thou bright immortal Gueſt, 
| In all thy radiant Charms confeſt. 


Thou once d:Aſt leave Almighty Jove, 
Aad all the Golden Roofs above: 
The Car thy wanton Sparrows drew, 
Hov'ring in Air they lightly tler; 
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As to my Bow'r they wing'd their Wa 
I ſaw their ar ders Pinioas play. 2 


The Birds diſmiſt (while you remain) 
Bore back their empty Car _ : 

Then you with Looks divinely mild, 

In ev'ry heav'nly Feature ſmil'd, 

And ask'd what new plaints I made, 

And why I call'd you td my Aid: 


What Frenzy in my Boſom rag'd ? 
And by what Cure to be aſſuag d:? 
What gentle Youth I wou'd allure 7 

| Whom in my artful Toils ſecure ? 
Who does thy tender Heart ſubdue, 
Tell me, my Sapbo, tell me who? 


Tho now he ſhuns thy longing Arms, 
He ſoon ſhall court thy ſlightcd Charins ; 
Tho now thy Off rings he deſpiſe, 

He ſoon to thee ſhall ſacrifice ; 

Tho? now he freeze, he ſoon ſhall burn, 

And be thy Victim in his Turn. 

__ Celeſtial Viſitant, once more 

Thy needly Preſence, I implore 

In Sg come and eaſe my Grief, 

Bring m 1 Soul Relief; 
Favour thy Suppliant's hidden Fires, 
And give me all my Heart deſires. 

$8 ON G CLXXX. 3 

- HEN Silvia in Bathing her Charms did | 
| expoſe, | 7 
The pretty Bocquet dancing under her Noſe, 
My Heart is juſt ready to part from my Soul, 
And leap from the Gallery into the Bowl. 


_ Fach Day I provide too 
| A. Bide br her Guide too, 
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And give her a Crown, 
To bring me the Water where ſhe has ſat down, 
Let ſober Phyſicians think Pumping a Cure; 
That Remedy's doubtful, Silvia, is ſure. 
The Fiddlers I hire to play ſomething ſublime, 
And - the while ing, my Heart beats the 
ime! . 
She enters, they flouriſh „ and ceaſe when the 


Oes, 
Thos whom 'tis addreſs'd to firait ev'ry one 
knows. 
Would I were a Vermin 
. Call'd one of her Chairmen, 
£ Or ſerv'd as her Guide ! | 
N as they do, a damn'd tawny 
&. e 
Or elſe like a Pebble at Bottom could lie, 
Too ogle her Beauties how happy were I ! 


F SONG CLXXXI. 


J Chloe, why d'ye ſlight me 
Since all 23 wn. wha, 

No more with Frowns affnight me, 

Not uſe me like a Slave. | 

i Good-Nature to diſcover, 

3 Uſe well your faithful Loverz 

I rl be no more a Rover, 

But conſtant to my Grave. 


Could we but e Condition, 
Poor I, the kind Phyſician, 
And you the Patient grown. 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty; 

* Enforc'd by gen'rous Pity, 

Then make wy Caſe your own. 


"* 
. 
Py 


There the tune ful 
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The Pow'rs who kindly gave us, 
And form'd our Shape and Mind, 
Too ſurely would enſlave us, 
Were they like you inclin'd: 


Then Goodneſs be yeur Duty, 


Or I muſt bid adicu t'ye; 
Let them, with all your Beauty, a 
Be merciful and kind. 


The Silver Swan, when dying, 
Has moſt melodious Lays, 
Like him, when Life is flying, 
In ſongs I'll end my Days: 
But know, thou cruel Creature, 
My Soul ſhall mount the fleeter, 

And I ſhall ſing the ſweeter, 
By warbling forth your Praiſe. 


SONG CLXXXII. 


S the Delian God 

A To fam'd Helicon, | | 

rom Heav'n's — Court deſcended down, 

uſes playing he found 

A Sonata divinely rare; 
When Talia touch'd the charming Flute, 
Erato ſtruck the warbling Lute z 
And Clio's Treble joining to't, 

Made the Harmony beyond compare. 


The ſweet did raiſe, 
And with Pleaſure each Senſe was alarm'd; 
Ev'ry Note was enjoy'd, 
—  Ev'ry Hand was employ'd | 
With Sounds of ] the flow ry Vallies rung 3 
Apollo gaz'd, an 2 was his Tongue; 
But, when his dear Calliope ſung, | 
Ah! then the God was charm'd. 
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SONG CLXXXIII. 
AN then a Look create a Thought, 


Which Time can ne er remove 7 
Yes, fooliſh Heart, again rhou'rt caught, 
Again thou bleed'ſt tor Love. 


She ſees the Conqueſt of her Eyes, 
Nor heals the Wounds ſhe gave; 
She ſmiles, whene'er his Bluſhes riſe; 
And, ſighing, ſhuns her Slave. 


Then, Swain, be bold, and ſtill adore her, 
Still her flying Charms purſue 

Love and Friendſhip both implore her, 
Pleading Night and Day for you. 


SON G CLXXXIV. 


[” H O' Flavia, to my warm Deſire 
| You mean no kind Return, 
Yer ſtill with undiminiſh'd Fire 

You wiſh to ſee ine burn. 
Averſe my Anguiſh to remove, 
You think ig wond rous right, 
That I love on, for ever love, 
And you for ever ſlight. 
But you and I ſhall ne'er 
So gentle Nymph adieu; 
Since you no Pleaſure have for me, 
Ill have no Pain for you. 


SONG CLXXXV. S. 
He. A Wake, thou faireſt Thing in Nature, 


158 De SYn BN 


She. What Swain is this that ſings ſo early 
Under my Window, by the Dawn ? 
He. "Tis one, my Dear, that loves you dearly ; 
Thercfore in Pity caſe my Pain. 
She. Softly, elſe you'll wake my Mother, 
No Tales of "$46 ſhe lets me | Fo 
Oo tell your Paſſion to ſome other, 
Or — ſofily in my Ear. 
He. How can you bid me love another, 
Or rob you of your beauteous Charms ? 
"Tis time you were wean'd from your Mother, 
You're freer for your Lover's Arms. 


soON G CLXxXxVI. 
Hloe proves falſe, but ſtill ſhe's charming z 


ö Nature like Beauty her Temper has 3 


Subjekt to change, 

O'er each Heart ſhe will range; 

Always alarming, | 

—— | 

Never diſmay d. 
Baniſh my Senſes, or let her not ſlight me ; 
Love ne er was made to inherit Diſdain ; 
Lose is a Bubble, | 

That gives Mankind Trouble; 

Reflekting Extaſ 

Drops wit the Simile 

Airy and vain. 
Jure Venus e 
And gave ut one Arrow would fl 
88 wo ths Makes, EY 
And beg for another; 
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SON G CLXXXVII. 


Tory, a Whig, and a moderate Man, 
O'ec a Tub ot ſtrong Ale 
Met, in Aylesbury Vale, 
Where there lind a plump Laſs, they call'] 
| Buzom Nan : | 
The Tory a Londoner, proud and high, 
The Whig was a Tradeiman plagvy iy, 
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and dry: 
And thus they their Suit began | 
Pretty Nancy, we're come to put inour Claim, 
Reſolv'd upon Wedlock's pleaſing Game 3 
Here's Facch the Big, 
And Witham the Whig, 
And Roger the Gripg, 
Jolly Lads as e'er were buckl d in Girdle faſt; 
Say which you will chule, | 
To tye with a Nooſe ; 
For a Wife we muſt carry, whate'er cames ont't; 
Then think upon't, | 
You'll ne'er be ſorry when you have don't; 
Nor like us the worſe for our wooing fo blunt; 
Then tell us who pleaſes beſt. 


The Laſs, who was not of the Motion ſliy, 
The ripe Years of her Life | 
| Being twenty and five, 
To the Words of her Lover ſtraight made Reply; 
I find you believe me a Girl wort). Gold, 
And I know too you like my Copy-hold; 
a Lo Fortune favours the Brisk and the 


9 
One of ye I mean to try. 

But I'm not for you, nor 1's Cauſe, 
Nor you with your H -s Hums and Hawsz 
No Jacob the Big, : 

No 117iam the Tie, 
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But R the Grigg, 
With his Mirth and Mildneſs happily pleaſe me 


can - 
"Tis him I will chuſe 
33 For the conjugal Nooſe 
Zo that you, the Church Bully, may rave and rant, 
. And you may cant, 
Till both ate impeach'd in Parliament ; 
*Tis Union _ Peace that the Nation docs 
want; | 


So I'm for the mod'rate Man. 
SONG CLXXXVIII. 


MT Obacco's but an Indias Weed, 
| Grows green at Morn, out down at Eee; 


It ſhews our Decay, we are but Clay. 
Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco. 


The Pipe that is ſo Lily-white, 

Wherein ſo many take delight, 8 
Is broke with a Touch, Man's Life is ſuch, 
Think of this when you take Tobacco, 


The Pipe that is ſo foul within, 

Shews how Man's Soul is ſtain'd with Sin, 
It does require to be purg'd with Fire. 
Think on this when you take Tobacco. 


Tue Aſhes that are left behind, 
Do ſerve to put us all in Mind, 
That into Duit we muſt return. 


Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco, 


The Smoke that does ſo high aſcend, 
| Shews that Man's Life muſt have an End; 
The Vapour's gone, Man's Life is done, 
Think on this when you take Tobacco. 
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SONG CLXXXIX. 
O, Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs, 

Salute a Virgin's Hand ; 

Go, ſenſeleſs Thing, and reap a Bliſs 

Thou doſt not underſtand: 

Go, for in thee, wethinks I find 

(Tho? tis not half ſo bright) 
| An Emblem of her beauteous Mind , 


Secnrely theu may ſt touch the Fair, | 
Whon few ſecurely can, | | 

May'ſt preſs her Breaſt, her Lips, her Hair, | 

_ Or wanton with her Fan; 7 

May'R Coach it with her to and fro, 

rom Maſquerade to Plays; 
Ah! cou d'ſt thou hither come and go, 10 
T0o tell me what ſhe ſays! at 


Do thou (oh! might I be ſo bold) 
With Ki _ — . | 
But when thy glo 's o'er 
When all 105 2 3 gone, . 
Return to me, ['ll love thee more 
Than e'er I yet have done. 


SONG CX. 
Hile on thoſe lovely Looks I gaze 

W To ſee a Wretch — * 
In Raptures of a bleſt Amaze, 

His pleaſing happy Ruin. 
*Tis not for Pity that I move 

His Fate is too aſpiring, 
Whoſe Heart broke with a Load of Love, 


3 


* 
* 
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But if this Murder — d forego, 


Your Slave from Death removing, 
Let me your Act of Charming know, 
Or leave you mine of Loving. 


Dut whether Life or Death betide, 
In Love 'tis equal Mcaſure, 

| The Vitor lives with empty Pride, 

The Vanquizh'd die witli Pleaſure, 


SONG CXCT. 
HEN as it fell out on a Holiday, 
Then as it fell out on a Hull: y, 
Ihen as it fell out on a Holiday; 
Twas on a Holiday Tide. a, 
Tas on a Holiday Tide-a, 
Tas on a Holiday Tide-a. 


Sir John he got on his ambling Nag, 
Six fe ohn 8. 
Scotland for to ride-a. 
With an hundred and more of his own he _— 
With a hundred, Sc. 
To guard him on ev'ry Side · a. 


No Errant Knight ere went to fights 
No Errant, Sec. 
So bold a Deſperada; 
Had you ſeen but his Look, you'd have ſwore on 
a 
Had you; Ge. 
He'd have conquer d a whole Armada. 


The Ladies look'd out at their hr to ſec 
The Ladies, Sec. 
So brave, ſo warlike a Sight. a, 
And they did cry, as he paſs'd by, 
And they, Ec. 
Sir John, v * will yon go ſighit- a? 


Ile tau to us Tent, and they ask'd what he 


Flis Colonel, Ec. 


Fut Sir Jobn did ſwear, he wou'd never come 
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But he, like a hardy Knight, rode on, 
But he, Gsc. 
His Heart wou'd not relent - a; 
For, till he came there, what had he to o fear 7 
For, till, Sec. 
Or why ſhou'd he repent- a? 


The K. ing (God ſave him) had ſingular Hope 
11e King, &c 


Of him and all his Troop-a, 
An all the Throng, as he march 'd along, 
Al all, Cr. , 
vor 0 did halloo and hoop-a. | 


None lik'd lim ſo well as his Colonel, 
None lik d, &. 

Who took kim fo: To: n du Ad har 3 . 
Put when the Sas Army came in Sig Zht, | 
Hut when, Ee. | 
The Knigi:t was not fo pert - a. 


And wie there wes Shows of Guns and Blows, 
ft: id when, Gece 


And er'ry Man wut fight-a, 


meant, 
He :an, &c. 
He faid, He BY needs go e 


His Colonel {cnt for him back again, 
To place hien in the Van- a, 


theve, 
Dut Sir Joon, Ec. 
To be kill'd the very firſt Man. a. 


To caſe him of Fear, he plac'd him in the ew, 
To caſe, &c. 


11 
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At Miles back half a Score - a, 
Sir Job» he did play a Trip and away, 
Sir John, Ec. 
And ne er ſaw the Enemy more · a. 


SONG CXCII. 

I'TH an honeſt old Friend, and a merry 
old Song, : ET 

Aad a Flask of old Pow, let me ft the Night 


lon | 
And laugh at the Malice of thoſe who repine, 
That they muſt ſwig Porter, whilſt I can drink 
Wine. | | | 
I envy no Mortal, tho” ever ſo great, 
Nor ſcora 1 a Wretch for his lowly Eſtate; 


But what I abhor, and eſteem as a Curſe, 
Is Poorneſs of Spirit, not Poorneſs ia Purſe. 


Then dare to be generous. dauntleſs, and gay, 
Let's merrily paſs Lifc's Remai::der away | 
Cpheld hy our Friends, we our Fucs may deſpiſe, 
For the more we are *nvy'd, the higher we ti 


SONG CXCII. 
AS Ca'ia near a Fountain lay, 
Her Eye-lids clos'd with Sleep, 
The Shepherd Damon chanc d that Way 
To dnve l:is Flock of Sheep, 
To drive, &c. . | | 
With awful Step h'approach'd the Fair, 
To view her charming Face, 
Where co'ry Feature wore an Air, 
And ev'ry Part a Grace, 
And ev'ry, &c. 


His Heart inflam'd with amorous Pain, 
He wiſh'd the Nymph woul wake, 
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Tho! ne er before was any Swain 
So unprepar'd to ſpeak, 
So unprepar'd, Sc. | 
Whilſt ſlumb'ring thus fair Calia lay, 
Soft Wiſhes af her Mind, 
She cty d, Come, Thyrfis, come away, 
For now I will be kind, | 


For now, Sc. 


Damon embrac'd the lucky Hit, 
And flew into her Arms, 

He took her in the yielding Fit, 
Ard 1:fled all her Charms, 
And rifle. l, Sec. | 


. SON G CXCIV. 
OW pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes, 
| bo roams o'er the watery Main! 
No Trcaſure he ever amaſſes, 

But chearfully ſpends all his Gain. 
Wer- Strangrrs 1% Party and Faction, 
TO Honour and 1 5 
And wou'd not commit a baſe Action, 

For Power or Profit in view. 5 
Chor. Then wh; ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 

Or any ſuch giittering Toys ? 
A light Heart and a thin Fair of Brerobes 
Goes thore«g') the World, brave Boys, 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 

Eurich d with the Bleſſi ugs of Life, 
The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 

Which Plenty too 5 hreeds Strife. 
When terrible — aſſail us, 

And mountainous Billows affrighty 
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us, 
But 6kilful Induſtry ſteers right. 

p Chor, Then ates &c. 
| 4 
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The Courtier's more {hj2& to Pangers, 
Who rules at ihe Helm of the State, 

Tln we, who to Politicks Strangers, 
F. ca; e the Snares laid for the RY 

The various Ble iſings of Nature, 
In various Nations we try, 

No Morta!s than us can be greater, 
Who menily lire till we die. 

Chor. Then why; ſhout t, &c, 


SON G CXCV. 
| Acctus wal) now his Pouer reſign, 
| B Jam the oaly (rod of Winez 
It is not fit the Wretch Niulllbe 
In Competition ſet with me, 
V ho can drink ten times mor: tlLan le. 


. CR 1-7, - 


| _ Make a new World, ye Pow'rs divine, 
| vtock It with nothing elſe but Wine; 
i Let Wine its only Product be, 


Let Wige be Earth, be Air, and Sea, 
And let that Wine be all for me. 


Let other Mortals vainly wear 
A tedious Life in anxious Care: 
Let the Ambitious toil and et! ink, 
Let States or Empires ſwim or fink, 
iy ſole Ambition is to drink. 


SONG CACVE- 
6 þ Fat all Men are Beggars, we plainly may 
| lee, 18 5 
Fo. Peggars there are of ev'ry Degree, 
Tho' none are ſo bleſt or ſo happy as we 


. 1* x 7 9 
ie 19 bod can deny, deny, which no bod J 
can dcn. | | 
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The Tradeſman he begs that his Wares you 
would buy, 5 s | . : | 
en begs you'd believe the Price is not high, 
And ſwears tis his Trade when he tells you a Lye, 
Ii ich no body can deny, Kc. | 
The Lawyer he begs that you'd give him a Fee, 
Tho' be reads not your Brief, nor regards he your 
. Plea 7 | 
Put adviſes your Foz how to get a Decree, 
$147 nb body can deny, &c. 
The Caurtizr e begs for a Penſion or Place, 
A Kibband, a Title, or Smile from his Grace, 
*Tis due to is Merit, tis writ in his Face, 
Nich 120 „dy C. n deny, &c. 
Put if by Miſhap he ſhould chance to get none, 
He begs you'd believe that the Nation's undon2 5 
There's but ove loneſt Man, and himſelf is thar 


' 
one, | | | 9 
ich uo body can deny, Re. | 
Tlie Fair-one ſhe labours who!: Mornings at | 
Sr. ”: a 4 | L | 
New Charms to create, and mus! Paias to con- 
ſu ne, 


Ter begs you'd believe *tis her natural Bloom, 
ieh uo cody can deny, Xe. | 
The Lover he begs the dear Nymp!. i comply, I 

Ste begs he'd be gone, yer wit“ lars äſhing Eye | 
Still begs he would ſtay, for a Miihe can't die; 1 
N fich none bt 2 Fol wind doi, Re. oy 


SONG CXCVU. Jer Beggar. 
: | # 4 tte 
Am a 1% ly Zuwler, | 
Or the P'ree thinking Club: 
An all ny Notes ate, Hy, jy, ty. 
Rub, 1:13 2 i%98ja., 1, 
And 3 998%; a dil, &. 
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There's ne'er a Set of Bowlers 
So far and near renown'd : 
We twiſt and ſcrew, and with Grimace 
We ccax the Bowl around. | 
And a Bowling 7 &c. 


We hare the fineſt Bowling · Green, 
There's none with us can vie 
Tho' void of Mugs, and Pots and Jugs, 
I 0o drink when we're a- dry. 
And a Bowling, &. 


Tbe Rudiments and Sciences 
In Bowling may be found, 

For tis in vain to think to bowl 
Till you firſt know the Ground. 
And Bowling, &c. 


From Bowling we may learn too 
The Patience ofa FOB; 
For as in Bowling, ſo in Life, 
We bear with many a Rub. 
And a Bowling, Ke. 
In Bowling's underſtood 3 
Where Mortals ſweat, and fret, and vex, 
About a Piece of Wood. % 
Ad bowling, &c. 
The Fickleneſs of Fortune 
In Emblem here is ſeen; 
For often thoſe that touch the 
Are thrown out of the Green. 
| Avd a Bowling, &c. 
Of Courtiers and of Bowlers, 
The Fortune is the ſame ; 
Each joſtles r'other out of Place, 
Aud plays a ſep'rate Game. 
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In Bowling, as in Battle, 
The Leader's apt to claim 
R to 1 
hough the Followers get the Game. 
| ud a Bowling, & og 


A Challenge from the beſt 
We value not a Straw, | 
Both firft and ſeconã too muſt yield, 
If we do once but Draw. | 
Ad a Bowling, &c. 
The Jack is like a young Coq uet, 
Each Bowl reſembles Man, 
They follow whereſoe'er ſhe leads, 
As cloſe as e er they can. 
And a Bowling, &c. 5 
What tho” they fetch a Compaſs round, 
The Byaſs draws them in 
And he that lies the cloſeſt to't, 
Cock-ſure he is to win. 
And a Bowling, &c. 


Alas! here's one that knocks it off, 
And touches to a Hair | 
Hold, hold an Inch--- your Tongue, you Dog-.-- 
A Pox! I can't fi IO 
And a Bowling, &c. | 
Here, you bring a Reed, Boy, 
And meaſure't out of hand; 
The Caſe is clear, tis loſt, tis loſt 
You cannot make it ſtand, 
And a Bowling, &c. 


For tho? in other Gaming 

A Block-head be in Jeſt, 
Yer he that's neareſt Black- head, 

In Bowling is the beſt. 

| And a Bowling, &. 
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Then to the Roſe . uf Bowling 
Now we have had our Fill: | 
Let's lay aſide our Jack, Boys, 
And each Man take lis GI LI. 
An a Lorliag, &e. 
SON G cxcvul. 
| Lid, Gol of pleaſirg Anguiſh, | 
| Teach th' enamout d Swain to languifh, 
Teach him Herce Defires to know: Ce 
Herocs would be loſt in Story, 
Did not Lore inipire their Glory, 
Did rot Love inſure their Glory 4 
Lane does all that's great below 
Love does all that's great below. 


SON G. CXCIX. White Joak. 
XI © i] the Gicls in our Town, 

Or black, or yellow. or fair, or browns 
With their ſoft Eyes, ana Faces ſo bright; 
Give me aGirl that's blithe and gays 


A» warm as June and as ſweet as May, 4 
Wich her Heart free, and faithful as Light. 
M hat locely C.up!le then could be, 1 


So happy and fo bleſt as we? | 

On whom eternal ſoys wou'd ſmile, 

And all te Care of Lite beguile, G 
Entrance d in Bliſs each rapt'rous Night. 


SONG CC. 17 Commins, &c. 


FA OM E, let us prepare, 
5 We Brothers that are | F 
let together on merry Occaſion ; 
Jet us drink, laugh aud ng, Fi. . 
Our Wine has a Spring, 


ere'sa Healch to au accepted Ma ont! | 1 


— — 


The S8 YR Ex. 
| The World is in pain, 


Our Secret to gain, 

Bur itill let them wonder and gaze 
Till chey're ſhewn the Light, 
They'll ne'er know the right 

Word, or Sign of an accepted Maſ91. 
"Tis this, and 'tis that, 

They canuot ell what; 

Why ſo many great Men in the Nation 

Fhould Aprons put on, 
To make theaiſelves one 
Wito x free aud an accepted Maſon. 


Great Kings, Dukes, and Lords, 
Rs laid by their —_— | 
I iis our Myſt ry to put a good grace on; 

And ne'er 2.4 a aa 4 

To hear themſelves nam'd 
ib a free and an ac:epted Mains 

Antiquity's Pride | 
We have on our ſide, | 
It makes each Man jaſt in his Station; 
There's nought but what's good, 

To be underitood SE 
Þy a free aud an accepted Ma cn. 

We're tie and fincere, 

We're jult to the Fair, | 

They Il truſt us on cv'ry Occalions 
No Mortal can more | 
Tue Ladies adore | 
Than a fr: and an ac;tþted Maſons 
Tlen join hand in hand, 
To each other firm {lands 
Let's be merry. aud pur a bright Face on: 
What Moital can boait, | 
So noble a Toaſt, 
4 » free aud an acirbted Maſon 
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RO M filent Shades, and the Elyſian 


Groves, 
Where ſad departed Spirits mourn their Loves; 
From Chryſtal Streams, and from that Country 
where | | 
Jos nes the Fields with Flowers all the 
ear, 
Poor ſenſcleſs Beſs, cloath'd in her Rags and 
Folly, 


| Is come to cure her love · ſick Melancholy. 


Bright Cynthia kept her Revels late, 
While Mab, the fairy Queen, did dance; 


And Oberon did ſit in State, 


When Mars at Venus ran his Lance. 


In yopder Couſlip lies my Dear, 
ntomb'd in liquid Gems of Dew 
Each Day I'll water it with a Tear, 

Its fading Bloſſom to renew. 


For fince my Love is dead, 
And ali my Joys are gone z 
Poor Beſs for his ſake, 


A Garland will make, 


My Muſick ſhall be a Groans 


I'll lay me down and die 
Within ſome hollow Tree; 
The Raven and Cat, | 


The Owl, and Bat, | 


Shall warble forth my Elegy, 
Did you not ſee my Love, 
As he paſt by you? 
His two aming Eyes, 

If he comes nigh you 


rann, 183 
They will ſcorch up your Hearts, 


Ladies, beware you, 
Leſt he ſhould dart a Glance, 
That may enſnare you. 


Hark ' hark! I hear old Charon bawl, 
His Boat he will no longer ſtay ; 

The Furies laſh their Whips, and call, 
Conie, come away, come, come away. 


Poor Beſs will return, | 
To the Place whence ſhe came, DT 
Since the World is ſo mad, ſhe can hope for ne 
Cure; 
For Love's grown a Bubble, 
A Shadow, a Name, | 
Which Fools do admire, and wiſe Men endure, 
Cold and hungry am I grown, 
Ambroſia will I feed upon 
Drink Nectar ſtill and ing: 
Who is content, 
Does all Sorrows £5 
And Bejs, in her Straw, 
Whilſt free from the Law, a 
In her Thoughts is as great as a King, 


SONG CCL. 


H E ſweet roſy Morning 
| Per ps over the Hills, 
With Bluſhes adornin 
The Meadows and elde ; 
Wohile the merry, merry, merry Hon calls, 
Come, come, come away, 
Awake rom your Slumber, 
And bail the new Day. 
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The Stag rous'd before us, 
Away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the Chorus | 
Oi Hound> in full Cry. 1 
Then follow, ſulloꝛv, follow | 
The mufical Chaſe, N 
ere Fleaſure, and vi gorous | t 
Heaito you embrace. 


Ow rx — — 


The Day's Sport, when overs 
1 Makes B. cod circle right, 

; Aud gives the brisk Lover "I 
1 Ficſh Charms for the Night. 
1 Ten let us; bet us now enjoy 
1 All we can while tre may, 
Let Love croꝛon the Night, 

A our »p rs crown tte Day. 


"SONG cem. 
WEET As! „, my Heart's Delight, 
N Be loving, and do not ilight 5 = 1 
The Proffer I. ake, for Mo city's ſake ; 
I hunour your Beauty bright. | | ] 
For Love TE iets, I candono leſs, | 
Thou hit ay Favour won; tt 
And ſince I ie: your Moleity, 
I zray 18 and fancy me, 


Tho' ut a Farmer's Son. 


No: I a.n 7.44 2 2 | 

"Tis very 22! Rn, may | 
Have Men f Ren:wn, .. C try or Town 2 

So, Ro zer, without d. ley. 1 | 
Court Bridget, or Sue, Ke, Nwcyy of Prucy 

Their i will ſoo be 9 

Iut don t yen dare to ee me fai, 
3 * 3 , 
A, 1959) I were at my Left Pray'r, 
p 7 
I; marr/ a Farmer's S % . 


82 45 Poe) 


am, * 


— 
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| My Father has Riches ſore, 
; Two hundred a Year, and more, 
Beſides Sheep and Cows, Carts, Harrow s, and 
Ploughs | | 
His Age is above Threeſcore: 
And when he does die, then merrily I 
Shall have what he has won; 
Noth Land and Kine, all ſhall be thiae, 
I; thou'lt incline, and wilt be mine, 


Aud marry a Farmer's Son. 
A fig for ur Cattle and Corn, 


Tour proferr'd Love Iſcorn; | 
'Tis non very tvell, my Name it is Nella 

Ad ure but a Bumphin born. 

Vell, ſince it is ſo, away I will go, 

And I hope no Harm is done ;; 
Farewel, adieu: I hope to woo 
As good as you, and win her too, 

ho' I am but a Farmer's Son. 


Be nn: in he, quath ſhe, 
Perhaps te may ill agree, 
For, Man, I prit2/t, I was but in jet; 
Come, prithe? fit down by me: 
For thou art th. Man, that verily can 
Perfor.2 2:hat muſt by done, 
Both flyait aud tall, geatee! withal, 
Therefore T ſhall be at your Call, 


To marry a Farmer”; Son. 


Dear Lady, believe me now, 
1 ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 
No Lords in their Lives take Pleaſure ig Wi cas, 
Like Fellows that drive the Plow; | 
For whate'er they pain, with Labour and Pain; 
They don't to Harlots run, 
As Courriers do: I never knew 
A London Beau, that could out do 
A Country Farmer's Son. 


— 
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| SONG CCIV. 
lb ever Swain a Nymph adore, 

DD As I ungratcful \'auny do? 


as ever Shepherd's Heart ſo ſore, 
Q: ever broken Heart ſo true? 


My Checks are ſwell'd with Tears, but ſhe 


Has neves wet a Cheek for me. 


If Na-ny call'd, did e er I ſtay? 
Or linger, when ſhe bid me run? 
She oaly had the Word to ſay, | 
And -': fl © wiſh'd was quickly done, 
I alw2 think of ger, but ſhe 


Does ne er beſtow a Thought on me. 


To let her Cows my Clover taſte, | 
Have I not roſe by brzak of Day? 
Did ever Nays Heifers fall, | 
If Robi, in his Barn had Hay? 
Tlloꝰ to my Fields they welcome were, 


I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 
If ever Nanny lol a Shrep, 


Then ch- arfolly I gave ber two; 
And I her Lambs did ſafely keep 
Within my Folds in Froſt 5 Snow, 


He ibey not there from Cold been free? 


But Nanny 0i!l is cold to me. 


When aun to the Well did come, 
"Twas I that di? ber Pitchers fill; 
Full as they wre I brought them ho. ne; 

Her Corn I carry'd to the Mill: 
My Back did bear the "ack, but ſhe 
Will never hear the S'ghr of me. 


To Nanny's Poultry Oats I gave, 
I'm ſure they always had the beſt: 


| 
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3 Within this Week ber Pigeons have, 
Eat up a Peck of Peaſe, at leaſt ; 
Her little Pigeons kiſs, but ſhe 

| Wiil never take a Kiſs from me. 


Muſt Robin always Nanny won, 
And Nanny ſlill on Robin frown? 

Alas! poor Wretch ! what ſhall I do, 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon 7 

If no Relief o me ſhe'll bring, 

I'i] hang me in her Apron-ſtring. 


$ONG cœv. 
HE Whee! of Life is turning quickly 


| roun1, | | 
And e p in this World of Certaiaty is 
| ound : | 
The M:d wif: whecls os in, and Death wheels us 
Gat 2 | 
Good leck! good lack! how things are wheel'd 
J C41 | 


. few aloft on Fortunes Wheel do go, 

And as they mount up high, the others tumble 
low z | 

In this we all agree, that Fate at firſt did will, 

That this great Wheel ſhould never once ſtaad 
ſtill. | | 


The Courtier turns to gain his private Ends, 

r ſu giddy grown, he quite forgets his 
riends; 

Proſperity oft- times deceives the Proud and 


* 17 —— . 
a —-—_ . 
2 


ain, 
And wheels ſo faſt, it turns them out again. 


Some turn to this, to that, and ev'ry Way, 7 
And cheat, and ſcrape for what can't purchaſe 
one poor Day 3 | 


| | | 
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But this is far beneath the generous-hearted Man, 
Who lives, and makes the inoſt of Life he can. 


:it 
And thus we're wheel'd about in Life's ſhert, 1 () 


| Farce, | 1 
Till we at laſt are wheel'd off in a rumbling Nr 
Hearſe: | A 


The Midwife wheels us in, and Death wheels us ; A. ; 
out: +7 5 
Cood lack! good lack! how things are whee!'d | Wh 


about. | x 
ene en Ag 
8 8 II E. R F. were three Lads in our Ton, | 
Slow Men of Lendoz, | £ De 
They courted a Widow was bonny and brown, a 
And yet they left her undone. | | BY 
They went to work without their Tools, 
Slow Men of Londou! = "BY 
The Widow ſue ſent them away like Fools, E 1 
Becauſe they left her undone, Wy 
They often taſted this Widow's Chgar 3 | 
Slow Men of London! n HE Fe 
| But yet the Widow was never the near, | 

For till they left her undone. O 


Blow, ye Winds ; and come down, Rain, 
Slow Men of London! | N 
They never ſhall woo this Widow again, 
Becauſe they left her undone. | 


SONG CCVIL. = F 
2 H U S Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as Colt untain'd, 
Beſpoke the Fair from whom the ſyrung, 
With little Ra ge inflam d. | | 
Inflam'd with Rage at {ad Reſtraint; 
Which wiſe Mamma ordaia'd ; 


hogs bo 
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Ard ſorely vex'd to play the Saint, 
V\ hilt Wit and Beauty reign'd. 


n, Shall 1 thumb holy Books, confin'd, 
V\ ith Abigail, forſaken ? 

Y K:ity's for other things deſigu'd, 

rtf I (). 1 a... much miſtaken. 


2 
us 


d 


Niet Lady Jenny frisl about, 
: Anu vin with hor Cuutins ? 
A: halis mult ſhe make all the Rout, 
* Aadlbring khowe Hearts by duzcns? 
\\ hat has ſhe better, pray, than 1? 
hat hidden Charms ro boat? 
That all Mankind for her ſhould die, 
 VhiltLlamſcacc: a Toaſt. 
Deateſt Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try 
Il have my Earl, as well as ſhes 
Or know the Reaſon why. 
In bon with Jenny's Pride quit ſcore, 
* Make all her Lovers fall: | 
| They'll grieve Las not loos'd before, 
She, gt loos'd at all. 
Fondneſs prevail'd, Mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at Heart's Deſire 
Obtain d the Chariot for a Day, 
And ſet the Worli on fire. 


SONG CCVIIL 
Cobler there was, and he liv'd in 2 Stall, 
Which ſerv'd him for Parlour, for Kitchen 
and Hall, | | {| 
No Coin in his Pocket, nor Care in his Pate, | j 
No Ambition ! ad he, nor Duns at his Gate: | | 
Derry aown, down, down, derry down, 1 


Contented he work 'd, and he thought himſelf 
ha 
If at Night he could purchaſe a Jug of brown 


HA 
How he'd AA then, and whiſtle, and ſing too 


moſt ſweet, 
Saying, juſt to « Hair I have made both Ends 
Derry down, &c. (to meet : 


Put Love, the Diſturber of High and of Low, 
That ſhoots at the Peaſant as well as the Beau; 
He ſhot the poor Cobler quite thorough the Heart: 

I wiſh he had hit ſome more ignoble Part : 


Derry down, &c. Ne 
It od nd from a Cellar this Archer did plays | | 
Where a buxom (pork. bw wap continually layz | So 
ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry Day, 
Thief 1 ſhot the or Cobler quite over the 1. 
down, &c. - 1 Way: : Wo 


He IT her 3 as he ſat at his Work, 
But the was as hard as a Fery, or a Turk: 
N ſpake, ſhe would flounce and would 


Which put the — * into Deſpair: 


"A 


Derry down, & Pp. 
He took up his Al that he had i in the World, A 
| ow to make away with himſelf was refolv'd ; 1 
* erc'd through his Body inſtead of the Sole, Si 

So the Cobler — dy'd, and the Bell it did toll: 


Derry down, &c, 


And now in good Will I adviſe, as a Friend, 
All Coblers take Warning by this Cobler's End : 
Keep your Hearts out Love, for we find by 
| whar's paſt, 5 
That Love brings us All to an End at the at 
Derry . _ -: 


At wr Hwy 


The S rn n. 191 


SONG CCIX. 
H Y wi:l Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd Eyes reprove ? 
And hide em from the only Face 
They can behold with Love ? 


To ſhun her Scorn, and caſe my Care, 

I ſeek a Nymph more kind; 

And while I rove from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentler Uſage find. 


But oh! how faint is ev'ry Joy, 
Where Nature has no Part 

New Beauties may my Eyes employ, 

But you engage my Heart. | 

So reſtleſs Exiles, doom'd to roam, 
Meet Pity ev'ry wheres 

Let languiſh for their native home, 

| Tho' Death artends them there. 


SONG CC 
15 | „„ 3 
9 INC E Times arc ſo bad, I muſt tell thee 
= Sweet- Heart, : 
I'm thinking to leave off my Plough and my 


Cart, | 
And to the fair City a Journey I'll go; 
| To better my . — Ah Folks dog _ 

Since ſome have from Ditches, and coarſe Icas 
| thern Breeches, : 3 
Been rais'd to be Rulers, and wallow'd in Riches, 
Prithee come, come, come, come from thy 

Wheel * & VO 

For if the Gypſies don't lye, 
I ſhall be a Governour too, ere I die. 


She. Ah! Collin! by all thy late Doings I find, 


With Sorrow and Trouble, the Pride of thy 
Mind 3 


3 CE SE. 
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Our Sheep they et random diſorderly run, 
Ard now C . Jacket goes ev'ry Day on: ' 
| Ah! what dot: ou, what dolt thou, what doſt | 
| ti ou Mea. x | a 
He. mah my Shoes clean, 4 
And tuot it to Cori, tothe King and the Queen; 
| Where ſhewing my Parts, 1 Preterment ſhail win, 
| Ste, Fie! 'tis better ſor us to plough, and to 
ſpin: | | 
For, 8 to the Court, when thou happen'ſt to 
try 
Thov'it find nothing got there, unleſs thou can'ſt 
SR + | 
For 8 the Devil and all's to be ſound, 


Put no good Parts minded, without the good 
Pound. | | 
He. Why, then III take Arms, and follow Alarms, 
Hunt Honour, that nou-a-days plaguily charms. 
She. Ard ſo loſe a Limb, by a Shot or a Blow, 
And curſe thy ſelf after, for leaving the Plow. 
He. Suppoſe I turn Gameſter. She. So cheat, and 
| he bang'd. | 
He. What think'ſt of the Road then? She, The 
high Way to be hang d. | 
He. 7 4 Pimping, however, yiclds Profit for 
Its — | 
I' help ſome fine Lord to arother's ine Wife. 
Ste. That's dangerous too, among the Town- 
Crew, | 
For ſome of em vill do the ſame thing by you; 
And then I to cuckold you may be drawn in: 
Faith, Collin, tis better I fit here and ſpin. 
He. Will nothing prefer me? What think'ſt of 
| the Law ? > 
She, Oh! while you live, Collin, keep out of that 


Paw, 
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He. I'll cant, and I'll pray, She. There's nought 
got that way; | 
There's » one minds row what thoſe black Gen- 


Let all — whole Care be our farming Affair. 


He. To make our Corn grow, and our Apple- 
Trees bear. 
She. — a Trade no Contentment can 
ow 


SoT'llto my Diſtaff. He. And 1'll to my Plough. 


Both. Let all our whole Care be our farming AF 


fair, 


"T's _ our Corn grow, and our Apr le- Trees 


 Ambition's a Trade no Contentment can ſhow 3 
So [ll to my Diſtaff. He. And III to my Plough. 


8 ONG CCxl. 


7 O W much, egregious Moore, are W, 


Deceiv'd by Shews and Forms? 


 Whate'er we think, what'er we ſee, 


All human Kind are Worms, 
Man is a Worm by Birth, 

Vile Rerdlle, ER vain! 
A while he crawls upon the Earth, 
| Then ſhrinks to Earth again. 


That Woman is a Worm we find, 


 E'er ſince our Grandame's Evil; 
She firſt convers'd with her own Kind, 
That ancient Worm the Devil 
'The Learn'd themſclves, we Book-worms name; 
The Blockhead is a Slow- Worm ; 
The Nymph whoſe Tail is all on Flame, 
Ls aptly term'd a Glow-Worm. = 
2 


194 
The Fops are painted Butter- flies, 
That flutter for a Day; 
Firſt from a Worm they take their Riſe, 
Then in a Worm decay, ES 


The Flatterer an Ear-wig grows; 
Some Worms ſuit all Conditions 
Miſers are Muc k. Worms; S:Ik- Worms Beaus; 
And Death-Watches, Phyſicians. 


That Stateſmen have the Worm, is ſeen, 
By all their winding Play ; | 
Their Conſcience is a Worm within, 1 


That gnaws them Night and Day. 


Ah! Moore, thy Skill were well employ d, 
And greater Gain would riſc, * 

If thou could ſt make the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies. 


Oh learned Friend of Ac hurch- Lane, 
W ho ſet'ſt our Entrails free | 

Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 
Since Worms ſhall cat ev'n thee. 

Our Fate thou only can'ſt adjourn, 
Some few ſhort Years, no more! | 
_ Ev'n Button's Wits to Worms fliall torr, 
Who Maggots were before. 


SONG CCXIL 1 
LOW. blow Boreas blow, and let thy for. F 
| ly Winds | | 
Make the Billows foam and roar, | 
Thou canſt no Terror breed in valiant Minds, 
But ſpite of thee we'll live, and find a Shore, 


Then chcar, my Mates, and be not aw'd, 
But keep the Gun-Room clear; i 
Though Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar 
abroad, 
Whilſt we have Sea · room here, Boys, never fear. 
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Hey! how ſhe toſſes up, how far! 

The mounting Top- Maſt touch'd a Star; 

The Meteors blaz d, as chro' the Clouds we 
came; | | 

And, Salamander-like, we liv'd in Flame. 

But now, now we fink ! now we go 

Down to the deepeſt Shades below : 

A las! alas! where are we now! 

Who, who can tell? 

Sure 'tis the loweſt Room of Hel}, 

Or where the Sea-Gods dwell : 

Wit! them we'll live, with them we'll live and 

reign; | | 

1 ia them we'll laugh, and ſing, and drink 

amain: 

Fut ſee! we mount! ſee! ſee; we riſe again! 


SNG - CCXHI. 
ASI beneath the Myrtle Shade lay muſing, 
Wn Sylvia the fair, in mournful Sounds, 
Venting her Grief, the Air thus wounds ; 
Oh! God of Love, ceaſe to torment me: 
Send to my Aid ſome gentle Swain, 
Whoſe Balm apply'd, may caſe my Pain. 
Aloud I cry'd, and all the Grove reſounded, 
Heavenly Nymph complain uo more, 
Love does thy wiſh'd-for Peace reſtore, 
| And ſends a gentle Swain to caſe thee 
lsa whom a longing Maid may find 
| A Balm to — — Love · ſick Mind. 
She bluſh'd and Ggh'd, and puſh'd the Med'cine 
from her, 85 
Which ſtill the more encreas d her Pain, 
Finding at length ſhe ſtrove in vain, 
Oh! Love, the cry d: I muſt obey thee; 
„ Who can the raging Smart endure? 
a * | 
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SONG CCXIV. 
Orth from my dark and diſmal Cell, 
F Or from the dark Abyſs of Hell, 
„lad Tom is eune to view the World again, 
Jo ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd Brain. 


Fears and Cares oppreſs my Soul; 


Hark ! how the angry Furies howl? 
Into laug]:s, and Troſerpi ne is glad, 
To ſ:c poor angry Tom of Ledlam mad. 


Through the World I wander Night and Day, 


To find my ſtraggling Senſes, 
In an angry Mood I met old Time, 
With his Pcntateuch of Tenſes: 
MW hen me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no Man; 
In vain with Cries I rend the Skies, 
For Pity is not common. | 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 

Help! help! or elſe I die! 
Hark ! 1 hear Apollo's Team, 

The Carman gins to whiſtle 3 
Chaſte Diana bends her Bow, 

And the Boar begins to briſtle, | 


Come Vulcan, with Tools and with Tackle; 


And knock off my troubleſome Shackle ; 
Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 
To bring me my Senſes again. 


Laſt Night I heard the Dog-ft ar baik, 
Mars met Venus in the Dark, 
Limping Vulcan heat an Iron-bar, 

And furiouſly wade at the God of War; 
Mars with his Weapon laid about, 
Linping Vulcan had got the Gont ; 


| His broad Horns did fo bang in his Light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his Blows aright: 
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Mer:nry, the nimble Poſt of Heaven; 
Stood ſtill to ſee the Quarrel; 

Gorrel-belly'd Bacchus, Ciant-like, 
Beſtrid a Strong-Beer Barrel; 

To me he drinks whole Butts, 

Until he burſt his Guts, 
But mine were ne'er the wider. 

Poor Tom is very dry, 

A little Drink for Charity. 


Hark I hear A#2on's Hounds, 
Th: Huntſmenavhoop and hollow; 
Ringwood) Rorſetvor d, Jowler, Bowman, 
All the Chaſe do follow. 


The Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 
Eats powder'd Beef, Turnip, and Carrot; 
| But a Cup of Malaga Sack 
Will fare the Buſh at lis Back. 


SONG ccxv. 
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p NE Apri! Morn, when from the Sca | 


Phebus was juſt appearing 3 

Damon and Celia, young and gay, 

Long. ſettl'd Love endearing; 

Net in a Grove to vent their Spleen 
On Parents unrelenting; 

He bred of Tory Race had been, 
She of the Tribe Diſſenting. 


Calia, whoſe Eyes out · ſnone the God, 
Newly the Hills adorning; | 
Told him Mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She miſſing Prayers that Morning 1 
Da won, his Arm about her Waiſt, | 
Swore that nought ſhould them ſunder ; 


Tu him roar ke Thunder. 


Should my roug] Dad know how I'm bleſt, 


K 3 
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Great ones with Ambition blind, 
By Faction ſtill ſupport it g 
Or. where vile Money taints the Mind, 
They for Convenience court it; 
But mighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
Party ſhould raiſe his Glory, 
Swears he'll exalt a Vaſſal true, 
Let him be ig or Tory. 


SONG CCXVI. 


Hare been in Love, and in Debt, and in 
| Drink, 
This many and many a Year: 


And thoſe are Plagues enough I ſhould think, 


For one poor Mortal to bear. 


*T was Love made me fall into Drink, 
And Drink made me fall into Debt; 


And tho' I have ſtruggled, and ſtruggled, and 3 


ſtrove 3 | 
I cannot get out of them yet. 


There's nothing but Money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my Pain 
*T will pay all my Debts, 
And remove all my Letts; 
And my Miſtreſs that cannot endure meg 
Will love me, and love me again: 
Then, then 1'1] fall ro my loving and drinking 
again. | | | 
SONG CCXVII. 
8 L die ty the Force of good Wine, 
| Tis my Will that a Tun be my Shrine ; 
And for the Age to come, | | 
Engrave this Story on my Tomb: 
Here lies a Body once ſo brave, 


Who with drinking made his Grave, 


** . 
4 


. G EE Ion 


The SYR EM. 


Since thus to die will purchaſe Fame, 

And raiſc an everlaſting Name; 

Drink, drink away; diiuk, drink away: 
And here let's be nobly intert'd; 

Let Miſers and Slaves pop into their Graves, 
And rot in a dirty Church-yard, 


SONG CCXVIII. 
| ] OW bicſt are B:ggar. Laſſes, 
| | Who never tuil tor Treaſure ? 
We know no Cars, but how to ſhare 
Each Day's ſucceſſive Pleaſure. 
Drink away, let's be gay. 
Beggars Hill with Bliſs abound ; 
Mirth and Foy ne or can cloy, 
Whilſt the /park'ing Glaſs goes ro nt. 
A Fig for gauly Faſhions, 
No want of Clothes oppreſſes: 5 
We live ai Eaſe with Rags and Fleas; 
Wee value not our Deeiles, | 
| Drink away, Ec. 
We ſcorn all Ladies Waſhes, 
Wich which they ſpoil each Feature: 
No Patch or Paint our Beauties taint 5 
We live in fimple Nature. 
Driak away, &c. 


No Cholick, Spleen, or Vapours 
At Morn or Ev'aing teaze us; 
We drink not Tea, or Ratafie; 
When fick, a Dram can eaſe us. 
Drink away; &c. 
What Ladies att in ivate, 
By Nature's ſoft Complaiſance, 


We think no Crime, when in our Prime, 


To kiſs without a Licence. 


Drink away, &c. 
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We know no Shame or Scandal, 
The Beggars Law befriends us; 
We all agree in Liberty, 
And Poverty defonds us. 
Drink away, &e. 


Like jolly Beggar-Wenches 
Thus, thus, we drown all Sorrow 3 
We live to-day, and ne er delay 
Our Pleaſure till to-morrow. 
Drink away, ce. 
SONG CCXIX. 
E fair injur'd Nymphs, and ye Beaus who 
deceive em, | TY 
Who with Paſſion engage, and without Reaſon 
leave em; | 
Draw near and attend, how the Hero I fing, 
Was foil'd by a Girl, tho' at Arms be was King. 
| Derry down, Tc. ©: | 


| Creſts, Motto's, Supporters, and Bearings, knew 


he, 
And deeply was ſtudy'd in old Pedigree; EE 
He would fit a whole Ev'ning, er ook without 


Rapture, 


Tell who begot whom, to the End of the Chap- 


Derry down, &c. [ter, 


In forming his Tables, nought griey'd him, but 


ſolel | 
That this Man dy'd celebs, and that fine prole. 
At laſt, having trac'd ethers Families down, 
He began to have Thoughts of enereaſing his 

own: | | 5 


Derry Zown, &c. 


A Dam'{:1 he choſe, not too flow of Belief, 
And fain weuld be deem'd her Admirer in chief : 
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He blazon'd his Suit, and the Sum of his Tale, 
V. as, bis Coat and ber Coat, join d party par pale. 
In different Stile, to tie faſter the Nooſe, 
Me next would attack her in ſoft Billet-doux : 
His Argent and Fable were laid aſide quite, 
Plain Engliſh he wrote, and in plein black and 
White. | 
Derry down, Kc. 


Againſt ſuch Atchievements wiat Beauty could 


fence?” L rence? 


Or wo would have thought it was all but Pre- 


His Pain to relieve, aud fulfil his Deſire, 
The Lady agreed to join hands with the Squire. 
Derry own, .. | 


The Squire in a fret that the Jeſt went ſo far, 

Confider'd with ſpeed how to put in a Barr. 

His Words bound him nor, ſince hes did not 

confine her; 

Aud this is plain Law becauſe Miſs is a Minor, 
Derry down, & e. | 

Miſs briskly 12 that the Law was too hard, 

If ſhe who is Minor may not be a Hard: 

In Law then confiding, ſhe took it upon her, 

By Juſtice to mend thoſe foul Breaches of Ho- 


nour. 
Derry down, &c. | 
She handl'd him fo, that few would, I warrant, | 


Have been in his Coat, on ſo ſleev2!eſs n Errand * 


She — bim give Bond for ſtamp'l Argent 
Fr g 

And ſabl'd his Shield with Cales, blazow'd be- 

Ore. g | 


Derry down, &c, 


Tc. 


— — 
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Ye Heralds, produce, from the Time of the 


| Normans, 
| In all your Records ſuch a baſe Non-perfor- 
mance, 
Oc if without Inſtance the Caſe is we touch on, 
Let this be ſer down as a Blot in his 'Seutch:on. 
Derry down, &e. | 


SONG CCXX. 


ILL all the Glaſſes, fill em high, 
I Dr:nk, drink, and defy all Power but Love: 
ines gives the Slave his Liberty; | 
| Bur Love makes a Slave of thund ring Jovs. 
Drink, drink away, 
Make a Night of the Day, 
Tis Nectar, tis Liquor divine; 
The Pleaſure of Life, 
Free from Anguiſh and Strife, 
Are owing to Love and good Wine. 
SONG CCXXI. 
O vird the Vicar of Taunton - Dean, 
And he'll tell you the Banns were asked; 
A good vat Capon he had ver's Pains, 
| nd I zent it home in a Basket. 
And a Friday Night I was, by right, 
| To have prov'd if ſhe were a Maiden; 
And now ſhe's run with a Soldier to Town? 
Heydedom deydl-dom, cud den; | 
Hey dou, cudden, cudden, Tom: 
Sing heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 


My Mott er ſhe zold her blue game Cock, 
And a dainty Brood of Chicken: | 
| Then bought herſelf a Canvaſs Smock, 
And rack'd it ur in the Kitchen : 
| And ſhe bought me a Cambrick-Band, 
With a Bumpkin Pair of Breeches: 
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Not thinking but Joan 
Would have made me her own : 
But i'faith ſhe'd have none of thoſe Vetches. 
Heydon, dudden, cudden, Tom: 
Sing beydledom, deydledom, cud den. 


| I' take a Hatchet and hang my zell, 
Before I'll endure theſe Loiles : 
Or elſe a Rope in a doleſome Well, 
For | never can bear theſe Croſles: 
Or I'!1 go to ſome Beacon high, 
For i vaith I am welly wooden, 
And throw my zelf down, her Kindneſs 
Heydledom, heydledom, &. 


If ſhe can think tis a better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and flaſhirg : 
She'll find berlelk but a ſimple Jade, 
For 2 more to be got by Threſhing. 
I ne'cr ſhall beg without a Leg, | 
Nor Occaſion have vor a wooden; 
Nor Cripple become, 
By volloa ing a Drum, 
| Heydledom, d.ydi:dom, cudiier, 
Heydon, dudden. cudden, Tom: 
Sing beydledom, deyd edom, cudden. 


SONG CCXXII, 


T AT, Shepherd, ſtay ; I prithce ſtayz 

; Did nor you ſec her go this Way; | 
M bere can ſne be, can you not * ; 
Alas! 1 have loſt my Shepherdeſs ! 
I fear ſome Satyr has betray'd 

My wand'ring Nymph out of the Shade: 
Oh! woe is me, I am urdone ! 
For in the Shade ſhe was my Sun. 


1 The Pink, the Violet, and the Roſe, 
3 Strive to ſalute ber as he goes; 


to try, 


ee "_ a | 
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Nay, be content to kiſs her Shoe, 
The Primroſe, and the Daiſie too. 


Oh ! woe is me! what muſt I do? 

Or who muſt I complain unto ? 
Methinks the Vallics crys forbear, 
And ſighing ſay, She is not here. 

Oh ! what ſhall I, unhappy, do? 

Or who muſt I complain unto? 

Where may ſhe be, can you not gueſs ? 
Where I may find my Shepherdeſs ? 


SONG CCXXIII. 


[7 Ong Virgins love Pleaſure, 
As Miſers do Treaſure, 


And both alike ſtudy to beichten the Meaſure 3 


Their Hearts they will rifle; 
For ev'ry new Trifle 3 
And when in their Teens fall in Love fora Song: 
But ſoon as they marry, 
And find things miſcarry, | 
Oh! how they figh, that they were not more 


wary 5 
Inſtead of ſoft Wooing, 
They run to their Rum, | 
And all their Lives after drag Sorrow along, 
SONG CCXXIV. 
ET Ambition fire thy Mind, 
| Thou wer't born o'er Men to reign 3 


Not to follow Flocks deſign'd, | 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread 5 
=p in Circles, Joys ſhall meet, 
hich way c er thy Fancy lead. 


—_— — ——_ — 
# 


— — — — * 
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Let not Toils of Empire frighit, 
Toils of Empire Pleaſure are; 
Thou fhalt only know Delight, 
All the Joy, but not the Care. 
Shepherd, if thou'It yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow : 
Joyful Ill aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt rei gn below. 


FN H! happy, happy Groves ! 
| Witneſs of * Loves 
Oh! happy, happy Shade, 


| Where firſt our Vows were made, 


Bluſhing, Gghing, melting, dying: 
Looks would charm a Jobe : , 
A thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid, 
And all, and all was Love. 


But Corinna perjur'd proves, 
And forſakes the ſhady Groves: 


When I ſpeak of mutual Joys, 


She knows not what I mean: 


Wanton Glances, fond Care ſſes, 


Now no more are ſeen, 


Since the falſe deluding Fair 


Left the flow ry Green. 


Mourn, ye Nymphs that ſporting play d, 
Wha conn trephon was betray'd ; 

T ere the ſecret Wound ſhe gave, 
When I firſt was made her Slave. 


SON G CCXXVI. 
Go to the Elyſian Shade, 
I Where Sorrow ne'er ſhall wound me: 
Where nothing ſhall my Reſt invade, 
But Joy ſhall ſtill ſurround me. 
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I y from Cælia's cold Diſdaia, 
rom her Diſdain I fly; 
She is the Cauſe of all my Pain, 
For her alone [I die. 


Her Eyes are brighter than the Mid-day Sun, 
Whea he but half his radiant Courſe has run, 
Wen his Meridian Glorics gaily ſt:ine, 

And glad all Nature with a Warmth divine. 


See yonder River's lowing Tide, 

Which now ſo full appears, | 

IJ hoſe Streams, that do ſo ſwiftly glide, 
Are nothing but my Tears. | 


There have I wept, till I could weep no more, 
And curs'd mine Eyes, whea they have ſhel 
their Store; | 
Then, like the Clouds that rob the azure Main,; 
I've drain'd the Flood, to weep ii back again. 
Pity my Pains, 
2 Swains, 
Cover me with Ice and Snow, 
I ſcorch, I burn, I flame, I glow: 
Furies, tear me, 
Quickly bear me = 
To the diſmal Shades below; 
Where Yelling, and Howling, 
And Grumbling and Grouling, 
Strike our Ears with horrid Woes 


t Hiflin Snakes, 
Fiery Lakes, 

Would be a Pleaſure and a Cure; 
Not all the Hells, | 
Where Pluto dwells, 5 

Can give ſuch Pains as I endure, 


The SYREN. 207 


To ſome peaceful Plain convey me, 
On a moily Carpet lay me; 
Fan me with ambioſial Breeze, 


Let me die, and ſo have Eaſe. 
SONG CCXXVIL, 
12 off this idle Prating, 
Talk no more of Mig and Tory, 
But drink your Glaſs, 
_ Round let it paſs, 
The Bottle ſtands before ye. 
Chorus, Fill it wp 
To the Top, 
Let the Night with Mirth be crown'd, 
| Drink about, 
Se it out, 


Love aud Friendſhip fill go round. 


If Claret be a Bleſſing, 
This Night devote to Pleaſure 3 
Let worldly Cares, | 
And State Afiairs, 
Be thought on at more lei ſure. 
Fill it up, &c. 


If any be ſo zealous, 

To be a Party's Minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We ll ſoon agree, 

And be of on: Opinion, 
Fill it up, &c. 


SONG ccxxvin,d, | 


s Hu. to thee, my Roy, 
4k Þ1 My Darling, my Joy, 
For a Toper I love, as my Liſe, 


I love as my Life; 
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Who ne'er baulks his Glaſs, 

Nor cries like an Aſs, 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wife. 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wife. 


But heartily quaffs, 
Sings Catches, and laughs; 
All the Night he looks jovial and gay. 
Looks jovial, and pay; 
When Morning appcars, 
Then homeward he ſteers, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day. 


He feels not the Cares, 
The Gricfs, nor the Fears, 
That the Sober too often attend, 
Too often attend; 
Nor knows he a Loſs, 
Diſturbance, or Croſs, 
Save the want of his Bottle and Friend, 
Save the want of his Bottle and Friend, 


SONG CCXXIX. London is 4 
| fine Town, &c. 


F * OME:, all you Sons of Adam, 
The which do haunt this Place 3 
Come, all you little Eves-droppers, | 
Who * for Babes of Grace; 11 
Come, all you Shapes and Figures, | 
And as you paſs along, | 
Pray mind a Brother Animal, 
And liſten ro his Song. | 
Oh! Maſquerades are fine things, 
For to del: bt the Eyes GE. 
And tho" they vex the Forltfh, 
The; deut fend the Wije, 


Ca wd 


Fot why ſtould Micth and Pleaſure, 
And harmleſs S port and Play, 
Or ſpeaking with Sincerity, 
Be thought a rude Effay ? 
For when we mask our Faces, 
We then unmask our Hearts; 
And hide our le ſſer Beauties, 
To ſhew our better Parts. 
0)! Maſquerades, &c, 


Here all Sorts of Conditions 
1 3 and free, 
hey j not by Appearances. 
Which 2555 1 ; 
A Lord will court a Skullion, 
A Lady hug a Clowns 
A Julge embrace moſt tenderly 
A Madam of the Town. 
0h! Maſquerades, &c. 


Here Party makes no Difference, 
No Politicians jars 
Here Stateſmea lay aſide their Pride, 
And with it all their Care. | 
A Babyleniſh Diale& 
Inſpires all the Place 
Which muſt produ: e, no doubt on't, 
A very ſprightly Race. 
Ob! Maſquerades, &c. 


Here I an honeſt Calling | 
Have choſen at my Leiſure 
For Profit, by the bye, Sir, 
But in the main for Pleaſure: 
For Pl-afure each Man hither comes, 
Each Lady comes for Pleaſure; 
And, if I'm in the right, Sir, 
Why then, my Song is Meaſure. 
Ob ! Majqueradesy &<c. 
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SONG CCXXX. Greenword Tree. 


F all the Things beneath the Sun, 
| To love's the preateſt Curſe ; 
If one's deny d, then he's undone , 
If not, 'tis ten times worſe. 
Poor Adam, by his Wife, 'tis known, 
Was trick'd ſome Years ago; 
But Alam was not tri:k'd alone, 
For all his Sons were fo. 


Lovers the ſtrangeſt Fools are made, 
When they their Nymphs purſue, 


Which they will ne'cr believe, till wed, 


But then, alas! ris true. 
They beg, they pray, and they adore, 


Till weary d out of Life, 


And pray, what's all this Trouble for? 


Why truly, fora Wife. 


How odd a thing's a whining Sot, 
Who fighs, in greateſt Need, 
For that, which "ſoon as ever got, 

Does make him figh indeed. 


Each Maid's an Angel while ſhe's woo'd, 


But when the Wooing's done, 
The Wife, inſtead of Fleſh and Blood, 
Proves nothing but a Bone. 


IIls, more or leſs, in human Life, 
No mortal Man can ſhun ; 

But when a Man has got a Wife, 
He has them all in one. 

The Liver of Prometbers 
A gnawing Vultur fed; 

A Fable, that the thing was thes, 
The poor old Man was wed. 


The 8 YR R M. 


A Wife, all Men of Learning know, 
Was Tantalns's Cutſe; 

The Apples which did tempt him fo ; 
Were nought bat a Divorc :. 

Let no Fool dream, that to his Share, 
A better Wife will fall; 

They're all the ſame faith, to a Hair, 
For they are Women all. 


When firſt the ſenſeleſs empty Nokes 
With Wooing does begin, 

Far bettet he might beg the Stocks, 
That they would let him in. 

Vet for a Lover we may ſay, 
He wears no cheating Phiz; 

Tho' others Looks do oft betray, 
He looks like what he is. 


More Joys a Glaſs of Wine does give, 
(Wife take him that gainſays) 


Than all the Wenches ſprung fron Fo? , 


Eier gave in all their Days. 

But come, to Lovers here's a Glaſs, 
God-wor, they need no QCarſ- : 
Each wiſhes he may wed his Laſs, 
No Soul can wiſh him worſe. 


SON G COXXXI. 


93 HIS great World is a Trouble, 


Where all muſt their Fortunes bear; 


Make the moſt of the Bubble, 
You'll have but Neighbours Fate. 


| Let not Jealouſy teaze ye, 

Think of novght but to pleaſe ye 
What's paſt, is but in vain 

For Mortals to with again. 
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When dull Cares do attack ye, 
Drinking will theſe Clouds repel; 
Four good Bortles will make ye 


Happy, they ſcldom fail. 


If a Fifth ſhou!d be wanted, 
Ask the Gods 'twill be granted; 
Thus, with eaſe, you'll obtain 
A Remedy for all Pain. 


SONG CCXXXIL. 
O not ask me, charming Phillis, 


Why I lead you here alone 
By this Pank of Pinks and Lilies, - 


And Roſes newly blown. 
' Tis not to behold the Beauty 


Of thoſe Flow'rs that crown the Spring 3 


Tie, to but I know my Duty, 
And I dare not name the Thing. 


»Tis, at worſt, but her denying, 
Why ſhould I thus fearful be? 
Fr'ry — gentle flying, 
Smiles, and ſays, Make uſe of me. 
Wbat the Sun does to theſe Roſes, 
While the Beams play gently in, 
I would but my Fear oppoſes, 
And I dare not name the Thing. 
Yet I die if I conceal it, 
Ak my Eyes to ask your own ; 
And if neither can reveal it, 
Think what Lovers think alon?. 


On this Bank of Pinks and Lilies, 
Might I ſpeak what I would do; 
d with my lovely Phillis, | 
I would, I would, —ah! would not you? 
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SONG CCXXXIII. 
Cue kold ir is thought 

A A moſt reproachtul Name; 
Since Wives commit the Fault, 

Whilit Husbands bear the Blame. 
Tis natural for Women 

Such little Slips to make; 
And if they were not common, 


How many Heads would ake? 


I'll give my Wife her Humour, 
I: Mic':1 but give me mine; 
And tho' I hear bad Rumour, 
TI never will repine. 
If ſhe a Cuckold make me, 
I'll ſerve her in her Coin; 
And may the Devil take me, 
If eier I lag behind. 


s8sON G ccoxxxivy. 
E Maidens, ye Wives and young Widows, 
rejoice | 
Proclaim a Thankſgiving with Heart and with | 
oice # 
Since Waters were Waters, I dare boldly ſay, ] 
Ye 1 er had more Cauſe for a Thankſgiving. | 
| 4 
For Fs 4 London Town there is lately come down 
Four able Phyſicians, who never wore Gown , 


he n 2 
* 


Wboſe Phyfick is pleaſant, tho“ their Doſes are 1 
2 large f 
Ard * may be cur'd, without Danger or | 
| Charge. | | 


No Bolus, no Vomit, no Potion, no Pill, 9 

Which ſometimes do cure, but oftner do kill: 

Your Taſte, or your Palate, need ne'er be dif. 
9 


pleas'd, 
If you'll he ad vis'd, you'd buy one of theſe; 


- —_ * * 
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For they hare a new Drug, tis call'd, The Cloſe. 
Hug, | 

"Twill mend your Completion, and make you 
look (mug; | 

"Tis a ſovercign Balſam, when once well apply'd, 

For, tho' wounded at Heart, the Patient nc'er 
dy'd. 


In the Morning you need not be robb'd of your 
eſt, + 8 
Hor in your warm Bed this Phyſick works beſt ; 
What, tho' in the taking ſome Stirring's re- 
quir d | 
The Moticn's ſo pleaſant, you cannot be tir'd : 


On your Packs you muſt lie, with your Bodies 


rais'd high, 
And one of theſe Doctors mutt always be nigh, 


Who ſtill will be ready to cover you warm 


For if you take Cold, all Phyſick docs harm, 


But before theſe fine Doctors will give their Di- 
recon, 

They always conſider the Patient's CompleQtion g 

If ſhe has a moiſt Palm, or a red Head-of-Hair, 

She requires more Balſam than one Man can 


ſparc; | 
17 me bas a long Noſe, the Lord above knows 


How many large Handfuls muſt go to her Doſe : 
You Ladies that have ſuch ill Symptoms as theſe, 


In Conſcience and Honour ſhould pay double 


And ſo let us give to theſe Doctors due Praiſe, 
Who to all kind of Perſons their Favour conveys ; 


On the Ugly, for Pity's ſake, Skill ſhould be 


ſhown, 
Bot as for the Handſome, they're cur'd ſor their 


own, 
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Ten Fathoms deep in Neftune's Streams, 


he Stars tripp'd in the Firmament, 
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On their Silver or Gold they never lay hold, 

For what comes ſo freely, they ſcorn ſhould be 
ſold: 

Then join with theſe Doftors, an1 heartily pray, 

That the Power of their Phyſick may never 
decay. | 


SONG CCXXXV. 


HEN Sol had loos'd his weary Teams 
V And turn'd his Steeds a — wha 


His Thetis lay embracing; 


Like Milkmaids on a May- Day, 
Or Country Laſſes a Mumming ſent, 
Or School- Boys on a Play-Day. 


When apace grew on the grey-ey'd Morn 
The Herd? in Fields 4 : 

And *mongſt the Poultry in the Barn, 
The Plowman's Cock was crowing 

When Roger, dreaming of golden Joys, 
Was wik'd by a Revel-Rout, Sir, 

And Cec iy told him, he nerds mult riſe, 
For his Fuggy was crying-out, Sir. 


Not half ſo merry the Cups $0 round 
At the Tapping a good Ale- Firkin, 
As Roger when his Hoſen and Shoon he ad 
found, 
And button'd his L-athemn Jerkin ; 
Grey- Mare he ſaddl'd with wond'rous 8 
Wich Pillion on Buttock right, Sir; 
And for an old Midwife away he rode, 
To bring the young Brat to light, Sir. 
Oh! good Mother, I pray get u 
The Fruit of my Le Kats comes 
And there lies ſtruggling in J«ggy's Womb, 
And cannot get out till you come. 
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I'll help it, cries the old Hag, ne'e: doubt, 
Thy Jg ſhall do well again, Boy 

For Ize war ant thee, I can get the Kid out, 
As well as thou got ſt it in, Boy. 


'The Mare now mounting very ſoon, 
No Whip, nor Spur was wanting; 


And as ſoon as the old Wife enters the Room, 


Whew! cries out the Bantling. 
A Female Chit ſo ſmall was born, 
You might have put it into a Flapgon; 
And it muſt be Chriſtned that very Morn, 
For fear it ſhould die a Pagan. 885 


TJ here was Roger and Doll, and conſtant Kate, 
Coſſi ps to this great Chriſt' ning; 

And while the good Wives did merrily prate, 
Juggy in Bed lay liſt'ning. | 

Some talk'd of this, ſome talk'd of that, 
Of Chat they were not ſparing z 


Some ſaid it was ſo ſmall a Brat, 


_ *Twas hardly worth the Rearing. 
But Roger he ſtrutted about the Hall, 


As great as the Prince of Conde 
He cnes, altho' her Parts ate ſauall, 
| They may be bigger one Day; 
What tho! her 'Thighs and Legs be cloſe, 
And as little as any Spider, | 
Tou need not fear, but in ſixteen Year, 
She'll lay them a great deal wider, 


For then ſhe'll be a Woman grown, 
Ize hau'd five Pound in Money, 


And will have a little One of ber own, 


As well as Jugę my Honey: 
Oh theſe will be joyful Days to ſee ! 
And I'll ſtrive for to advance her, 


That Jagey may a Grann 7 
he e 0 be 
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The nappy Ale went ſwifily round, 


As brown as any Berry; 
With which the good Wives being crowu'd, 
They all were wond'rovs merry; | 
When Roger he tipp'd it over his Tiunb 
To every honeſt Neighbour, 
Saying, a Twelvc-month hence, pray come 
Ouce more to my Juggy's Labour. 


SONG CCXXXVI. 
Beggar got a Beadle, 
A Beadle got a Yeoman 3 
A Yeoman got a Prentice, 
A Prentice got a Freeman : 
The Freeman got a Maſter, 
The Maſter got a Leaſe; 


The Leaſe made him a Gentleman, 
And Juſtice of the Peace. 
The Juſtice being rich, 
And gallant in Defire, 
He marry'd with a Lady, 
And ſo he got a Squire : 
The Squire got a Knight 
Of Courage bold and ſtout; + | 
The Knight he got a Lord, | 
And ſo it came about. 


The Lord he got an Earl 
His Country he forſook, 
He travell'd into Spain, 
And there he got a Duke: 
The Duke, he got a Prince, 
The Prince, a King of Hope ; 
The King, he got an Emperor, 
The Emperor, a Pope. 
Thus, as the 8 ſays, 
The Pedigree did can 


- — - 
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The Fee did get a Motion, 
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The Pope he got a Fryar, 


The Fryar got a Nun: 


The Nun by chance did ſtumble, 


And on her Back ſhe ſunk, 
The Fryar he fell top of her, 
And ſo he got a Monk. 


The Monk he had a Son, 
With whom he did inhabir, 
Who when the Father dy'd, 
The Son beca ne Lord Abbot : 
Lord Abbot had a Maid, | 
And ke catch'd her in the Dark, | 
And ſomething he did to her, | 
And ſo begot a Clerk. 4 


The Clerk he got a Sexton, 
The Sexton got a Digger; 


The Di gger got a Prebend, 


The Vicar got an Attorncy, 


| 
| \ 
The Prebend got a Vicar; » 
| N 
The which he took in Suuſſ; N 


| The Attorney got a Barriſter, 


The Barriſter a Ruff. 


The Ruff did et good Counſcl, 
Good Counſel got a Fee; 


That it might pleaded be: 

The Motion got a judgment; 
And ſoit came to pals, 

A Beggar's Brat, af.olding Knave, 
A crafty Lawyer was, 


SONG CCXXXVII. 
Th of | M ay-Pole down Rent, 
| Now Svring with flow'ry Sweets was come, 
Nymphs with Swains to Dancing went, 
Each hop'd to bring the Catlaud home. 
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When Amelia came they all gave way, 
Youths with Joy their Homage pay, 
Nymphs confeſs her Queen of May, 
No one was ever yet ſo gay. 


As her Skin the Lily fair, 
New-budding Roſe her Mouth imparts. 
Neu- ſtrung Cupid's Bou, her Hair; 
Eyes, his keeneſt Ebon Darts. 
When you do her Temper view, 
Yeung, but wiſe; admir'd, yet true, 
Never charm'd with empty She w 
Ne'er indiſcreet, yet eaſy too. 


All around your ſteps advance, 
Now foot it in a fairy Ring, 
Nimbly trip, and as you dance, 
Ever live, bright Amelia! ſing. 
With Boughs their Hearts of Oak beſet, 
Your brave Sires their Conqu'ror met 
No Crown, but her Locks of Jer, 
Now does your free Allegiance get. 


s ON G CCXXXVIIL 


F N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt, 
That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt, 
Or lov'd a fairer She: 
Wou'd you, with Eaſe, at once be cur'd, | 
Of all the Ills you've long endur d, | 
Conſult your Glaſs and me. Ss | 


If len you think, that I can find 
A Nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
You've Reaſon for your Fears; 
er But if impartial you will prove 
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To your own Beauty, and my Love, 
How needleſs are your Tears! 


If in my Way I ſhould, by chance, 
Give, ar reccive a wanton Glance, 
11 ke but while I view: 
Hou fliglit the Glance, how faint the Kiſs, 
Compar'd to that ſub” antia! Bliſs, 
Mich I reccive from you! 


W.th wanton Flight the curious Bee, 
From Flow'r to Flow's ſtill wanders free, 
And where each Bloſſom blows, 
Extratts the Juice from all lie meets; 
Fut for lis Quintefſence of Sweets, 
He raviſhes the Roſe, | 


So I, my Fancy to employ, 

In each Vaciewy of Joy, | 
From Nymph to Nymph do roam; 

Perhaps fee fifty in a Day; 

They're all bur Viſits which I pay, 
For Chloe's ſtill my Home, 


soN G ccxxxix. 
A S 1 ſaw fair Chloe walk alone, 


Like Fove deſcending from his Tower, 
To court her in a filver Shower. 

The wanton Snow flew to her Breaſts, 
Like little Birds into their Neſts; 


But, being o'ercome with Whiteneſs there, 
For Grief diffolv'd into a Tear; | 


Then flowing down her Garment's Ilem, 
To deck her, froze into a Cem. 


The feather'd Snow came ſoftly down , 
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SON G CCXL. 


TINE'sa Miſtreſs gay and eaſy, 
Ever free to give Uevght, 
Let what may perſ lex and teaze ye, 
»Tis the Bottle ſets all right. 


Who would leave a laſting Treaſure, 
To embrace a childiſh Pleaſure, 
Which ſoon as taſted takes its Flight? 


Picrce the Cask of gen'rous Claret, 
Rovze your Hearts, ere tis too late; 
Fill tue Goblet, never ſpare it, 
That's your Armour gainſt all Fate. 


SON G CCXLI. 

U Hi. e Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine 

in Alliance, 

With Forces uni ted, bid reſiſtleſs Defiance; 

By the Touch of her Lips the Wine ſpalkles 
higher, | 

And her Eyes from ber D:ivking, redouble, re- 
double their Fire. 

Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 
Colour, | 

As Flowers by ſpriakling, revive with freſh 
Odour z | NEED 

His Dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds be yond 
curing, 

And the Liquor, like Oil, makes the Flame, 
makes the Flame more enduring. 


By Cordialsof Wine, Love is kept from expiring, 

— oy Mirth is enltcen'd by Love, and Dec. 
rings 

R:ljeving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 


And we never are cloy'd, yet axe ever, arc ever 
a taſting. 
L 3 


—— CY — P 


| B Elieve my Sighs, my Tears, my Dear, 


- 8 „ 
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My Heart was but a Lump of Ice, 
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Then Phillis, begin, let our Raptures abound, 
And a Kiſs, and a Glaſs, be ſtill going round ; 
Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove, 
From Lore to the Bottle, from the Bottle, the 
Bottle to Love. | | 


SONG CCXLI. 


Beliere the Heart you've won: 


. 
4 
1 NY 


Believe my Vows to you lincere, b 

Or, Moggy I'm undone. : : 
You ſay I'm fickle, and apt to change 1 
At co'ry Face that's new; | 5 


Bur, of all the Girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'cr lov'd one but you. 


Till warm'd by your bright Eyes; 
But ah! it kindled in a trice 
A Flame which neverdies. 
Come, take me, try me, and you'll find, 
Tho' you ſay that I am not true; 
Or all the Girls I ever ſaw, | 
I ac'er lov'd one but you. 


 $ON G CCXLII. ö 
D E gone, old Care, I prithee be gone from 


me z 
Be gone old Care, you and I ſhall never agree: 
Long Time have you been vexing me, 
And fain you would me kill, 
But efaith, old Care, 5 
Thou never ſhalt have thy Will. 


Too much Care will make a young Man look 


re 


And 4 "muck Care will turn an old Man to 


Clay: 
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Come, you ſhall dance, and I will fing, 
P So merrily we will play ; | 
For I hold it one of the wiſeſt things 

F To diive old Care away. 


SONG CCXLIV. 
N my triumphant Chariot hurl d, 
I HI range around the World: 
ITis Imad Tom diive all before me, 
While to my royal Throne I come; 
zow down, my Slaves, and adore me, 


Your Sovereign Lord, mad Tom. 


What, though the Sceptre that I bear, 
Is all but Dream and Air? 
I've the Pleaſute of Crowns, 

Without the Cate. | 

And tho' I give Law 

From Beds of Straw, 
Ard dreſs in a tatter'd Robe; 

The Madman can be 
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 _ More a Monarch than he 
That commands the Vaſſal Globe. 
SONG CCXLV. 
E that will not merry, merry be 
i H With a gen'rous Bowl and a Toaſt, 
om May he in Bride well be ſhur up, 
3 And _ bound to a 7 2 
e: Loet him be merry, merry there, 
J And we'll be 3 bere : 
Fer who can Rnow where we. ſhall go, 
To be merry another Tear ? 
He that will not merry, m be 
ld And take his FR Courte, : 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall Beer, 
5 Ne er a Penny in his Purſe: 
| Lot him be merry, &c. | 
. 


224 The S Y & &« vn. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a Comp'vy of joll 85 | 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding Wife, 
To confi him with her ! if : 


Let bim be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, be 
With his Miſtreſs in his Bed ; . 
Let him be bury d in the Church · yard, 
And me put in his Stead: | 
Let bim be merry, &c. 


SONG CCXLVI. 
A S Sy'via in Foreſt lay, LEE 
To vent her Woes alone, 
Her Swaia Philandey paſs'd that Way, 
And heard her dying Moan. 
Al.! is my Love, ſaid ſhe to you, 
So worthleſs and ſo vain ? 
Why is your uſual Fondneſs now 
Converted to Diſdain? | | 
You vow'd, The Day ſhould Darkneſs turn, 
Exe you'd forſake your Love; | 
| In Shades now may Creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove, 


Was it for this I credit gave 
TDo ev'ry Oath you {wore ? 
But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our Charms adore. 
»Tis plain your Aim was all Deceit, 
The Practice of Mankind: 
Alas! I fee it. but too late, 
My Love before was blind. 


What Crime, Philander, have 1 done, 
For Crucley fo great? 


1 a 
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Ves, for your ſake neglełted one, 
And hugg d you into Hate. 


For you, delighted I could die. 
But oh! with Grief I'm fill'd, 

To think that fooliſh, conſtant I, 
Should by yourſelf be kili'd. 


Put what avail my ſad Complaints, 
While you my Cauſe neglcQ? 

My Wailing inward Sorrow vents, 
Without the wiſh'd Effekt. 


This ſaid, Wall breathleſs, fick and pale, 


Her Head upon her Hand, 


She found her vital Spirits fail, 


And Senſes at a ſtand. 


Philander now begins to melt 
But ere the Word was ſpoke, 
The heavy Hand of Death ſhe felt, 
And her poor Heart was broke. 


SONG CCXLVIL 


| £ | * O Friend, and to Foe, 
And to all that 1 know, 


That to Marriage-State do Prepare; 


Remember your Days, 
In their ſeveral Ways, 


Are Trouble, with Sorrow and Care. 


For he that doth look 
In the marry'd Man's Book, 
And reads but the Items all over, 
Shall find them to come | 
At length to a Sum, = 
Shall empty Purſe, Pocket, and Coffer. 
In the Paſtimes of Love, 
When their n, doth prove, 
| $ 
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And the Kinchin beginneth to kick; 
For this, and for that, 
And I know not for what, 

The Woman muit have, or be ſick. 


There's Iten {et down, 
For a louſe body'd Gown, | 
In her longirg you muſt not deceive her: 
For a Boikin, a Ring, 
And the other fine Thing, 
For a Cornet and Lace to be braver. 


Deliver'd ard well, 

Who is it can tell ? 

Zut while the Child lies at the Nipple, 

There's [tem for Wine, © 
"Mong Gollips ſo fine, 

And Sugar to ſweeren their Tipple. 


There's Item, I hope, 
For Starch, and for Sap, 
There's Item for Fire, and Candle; 
For better, for worſe, 
There's Item for Nurſe, 
The Baby to dreſs, and to dandle. 


When ſwaddled ir Lap, 
There's Item for Pap, 

And Item for Pot. Pan, and Ladle ; 
A Coral with Bells, | 
Which Cufrom cumpels, 

And Item, a Crown for a Cradle. 


With twenty odd Knacks, 
Which the Li:tle-ove lacks ; 


And ibus doth thy Pleaſure betray thee : 


Yet this is the Sport 
In Country and Court, 
Then let not the Charges diſmay thee, 


e 
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| SONG CCXLVIII. 
| I TH artful Voice, young Thyrſes, you, 
In vaia, perſuade me, you are true; 

Since that can never be: | 

For he's no Proſelyte of mine, 

That offer: at another's Shrine 

7 Thoſe Vows he made to me. 

| | ; The feithleſs fickle wav'ring Loon, 
That changes oftner than the Moon; 

3 Courts each new Face he meets; 

x Smells ev'ry fragrant Flow'r that blows, 

| Vet flily calls the bluſhing Roſe, 
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5 His Quinteſſence of Sweets. 
| So Thyrſts, when in wanton Play, 
Prom Fair to Fair you fondly ſtray, 
f And ſteai from each a Kit, ; 
It ſhows, if what you ſay be true, . 
A ſickly Appetite in you, | | 
| ] And no ſubſtantial Bliſs. 


For you, inconltant, roving Swain, 
Tho fecmingly you hug your Chain, 
Wou'd fain, I know, get free 3 
To ſip freſh balmy Sweets of Love, 
' From Bow's to Bower wilely rose, 
; And imitate your Bee. | : 
Then calm that fluttering Thing, your II art, 
Let it admit no other Dart; 
But reſt with me gone: 
For while, dear Bee, you rove and ſing, 
Should you: urn, + 1thout your Sting, 
I'd not protcR a Drone. 


He SONG CCXLIX. 
[ N vain, tond Youth, thy Tears | oe o'ers 

1 Wllat more das can i lavia do r 

Ty Truth Lowa, 1d Fate deplore: 
| 1 Aila:c not happy that are true, 
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Supr teſs thoſe Sighs, and weep no more; 
Should Heav'n aud Earth with thee combine, 
*T wer: all ia vain, ſince auy Pow'r, 
To crown thy Love, muſt alter mine. 
But if Revenge can eaſe thy Pain, 
Il ſooch the lis I cannot cure, 
Till that I drag a hopeleſs Chain, 
And all that I inflict, endure. 


SONG CCL. 
HO comes there? ſtand, 
And come before the Conſtable ; 
We'll know what you are. 
What makes you out fo late; 
Says the Miduight Magiſtrate, 
With his Noddle full of Ale, 
In a Wooden Chair of State. 
| Whence came you, Sir? 
| And whither do yougo? 
| You my be a Jefoir, for ought I know, 

Lou may as well, Sir, take me 
* For a Mahometan. 5 

He ſpeaks Latin, ſecure him, 

He's a dangerous Man. 

To tell you the Truth, Sir, 

1am an boneſt Tory; 

There's a Crown to drink, | 

And there's an Eud of the Story. 
Good morrow, Sir; a civil Man 

Is always welcome: | 

Go, Barnaby Bounce, 

Light the Gentleman home. 

-.-.,. Þ ON G-.CCIL. 
F all the Joys we c'er poſſeſt, 
Love and Wine are ſtill the beſt 


Sweetly they by Turns controul, 
Wine the Heart, and Love the Soul. 
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Ot all Joys we e'er poſſeſt, 


And wiſely of my fond Pa ſſion approve, 
And cool the ſcorching Thunder-bolt of Love. 


C XH! I'll have a Husband, ah, marrys | 
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Wealth and Power ſtrive in vain, 
T. qual Happineſs to gain. 
Wine ſuperior oy doth prove, 
And in ſober Seaſons Love. 


Love and Wine are ſtill the beſt. 
SONG CCLILI. 


| F Uropa fair, 
2 Lore's chiefeſt Care, 


Gaily (ailing, hither turn your Eyes ; 
To court your Loye, : 
See mighty Jove, | 

Thus deſcending from the lofty Skies. 
Shew no Diſdain, 
To give me Pain, 
But yield to Joy, 
That ne ler will cloy, 


Thus, earthly Fair, 
When Mortals dare 
Provoke my Rage, 
| You may atſuage: 
When in your Arms I'm cloſely curi'd, 
Kifling, prefling, you will ſave the World. 


SONG CCLIIL. 


For why ſhould 1 longer tarry, 
For why ſhould I longer tarr 
Than other brisk Girls have done 2 
For, if I tay, . 
Till I grow 1 
They'll call me c Maid, 
And fufty old Jade, 
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So I'll no longer tany, 


Tut I'll have a Husband, ah, marry, | 


It Money will buy me one. 
My Mather ſhe ſays I'm too coming, 


And ſtill in my Fars ſhe is drumming, 


And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, | 
That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhould ſhun? 
_ My Siſters they cry 
O fie! and oh tie! 
But yet I can ſee, 
They're as coming as me; 


So let me have Husbands in plenty, 


I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 
Than die an old Maid unone. 


SONG CCLIV. 


H E tells me with Claret ſhe cannot agree, 
And ſhe thinks of a Hogſhcad u hene er 


ſhe ſees me; | 


| For 1 ſmell like a Beaſt, and therefore muſt I 
Reſolve to forſake her, or Claret deny. 
Muſt I leave my dear Botile, that was always 


my Friend? 


And Lhope will continue ſo to my Life's end? 


Muſt I leave it for her? 'tis a very hard Task: 
Let ber go to the Devil, to the Devil: Bring 
t'oiher Flask. | | 8 
Had ſhe tax d me with Gaming, and bid me 
forbear, | | - 
*Tis a thouſand to one IT had lent her an Ear: 
Had ſhe found out my Sally, up thice Pair of 


Stairs, | | | 
I hai baulk'd her, and gone to St, James's to 
Prav'rs: ud | 


Had ſhe bade me read Homilics rice times 
2-day, | 
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She perhaps had been humour'd, with little to 


lay: 
Put at Night to deny me my Bottle of Red, 
Let by $9 to the Devil, there's no more to be 
aid, 


SONG CCLV. 
11 ſing you a Song was never in Print, 
Tis newly and truly come out of the Mint, 
And Ill tell you before-haud, you'll find no- 
thing in't. | | | | 
ol, lo!, &c. | 
Tis nothing I think, is nothing I write, 
Tis nothing I court, 'tis nothing I flight, 
And I don't care a Pin ir I ger nothing by't. 
Tal, lal, &e. | | | 
Fire, Air, Earth, and Water, Birds, Beaſts, Fiſhy 
and Men, | 
Did ſtart out of Nothing, a Chaos, a Den, 


Aad all things muſt t urn to Nothing again. 
Tol, lol, &c. | | 


The Lad that makes Love to a delicate Smooth». 
thing, 
And hopes to obtain her by ſighing and ſooth- 
thing c | | 
Moſt frequently makes much ado about nothing . 
| Tol, l:1, QC. | 


But ſoon as his Patience and Puiſe is decay d, 

He may totlie Arms of a hore be betray'd, 

For ſhe that has no- thing mult needs be a Maid. 
Tol, lol Ke. 


Tis nothirg makes many things of. en · times 
3 k 5 | 
As when Fools amongſt wife en do fler: ly ft; 
Ihe Fool that ſays nothing may paſs for Wit, 
Tol, lol, &c, | 


| 
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| 
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When firſt by the Ears we together dil fall, 
Then ſomething got nothing, and nothing got 
all 
From nothing we came, and to — we fall, 
Tol, lol, &c. 


If any Man tax me with Weakneſs of wi ty 
And ſays, that on nothing I nothing have vrir, 
I ſhall anſwer, Ex nibilo wibil fit . 

1ol, lol, &c. 


But let his Diſcretion be never «fo tall, 
This very Word Nothing may give ics 2 Fall, 


Fot in wmnmtin wy FOR I comprehend All. 


Tol, lol, 


So let ev ry * give the Poet his due, 
For then twas with him, as tis now with you, 


He wrote it when that he had nothing to do. 


Tal, lol, &c. 


This very Word Nothing; if took the _ | 


wa 


May be of Advantage; for what will you ſay, 
When oe Landlord * tells vou there's W 


to pa 


Tl, 11 &e. 


SONG CCLvI. 


S Damon, who had hardly ſped 
In Vedlock's heavy Chains, 
His tender Flock with Thyrſis fed, 
Upon the ſmiling Plains: 


Thus to the Youth the Sage exclaim'd, 
And the curſt Hour in | which be org d, 


damn'd. 
Woud'ſt thou, m wy Frier.?, in Pleaſure l: ve, 
Nor thy Repoſe deitroy ? 


Woulc'ﬆt Par the Bliſs that Youch can give, 
Without Remorſe enjoy ? 
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Oh! ſhun that fatal Rock a Wife, 
That palls thy Days with endleſs Plagues and 


Strife, 


For when at laſt you have attain'd 
The great my ſterious Bliſs; 
When you have that great Something gain'd, 
And find how fleeting tis, 
You'll curſe the fond pas | am'rous Heat, 
And find out quickly who's the greateſt Cheat, 


SONG CcœLVII. 


OW cruel is a Parent's Care, 
1 Who Riches only prizes? 
V hen finding out ſome fooby Heir, 
He thinks he wond'rous wiſe is ? 
While the poor Maid to fhun her Fate, 
And not to prove a W retch in State, 
To 'ſzape the Blockhead ſhe muſt hate, 
She wed: where ſhe deſpiſes. | 


The harmleſs Dove thus trembling flics 
The rav'nous Hawk purſuing, 

A while her tender Pinions tries, 
'Till doom'd to certain Ruin : 

Afraid her worſt of Foes to meet, 

No Shelter near, no kind Retreat, 

She drops beneath the Faulkner's Feet, 
For gentler Uſage ſuing. 


SONG CCLVIT. 


OR D what's come to my Mother! 
That ev'ry Day more than other, 
My true Age ſhe would ſmother, | 
And ſays I'm not in my Teens : 


Tho? my Sampler I have ſown through, 
14% Bib and Apron outgrown too: 
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| My Baby quite away thrown too, 
wonder what tis ſhe means! | 
When our Fobn does ſqueeze my Hand, 
And calls me, Sogar-ſweet, 
My Breath almoſts fails me, 
I know not what ails me, 
Ay Heart does fo heave and ſo beat. 


I've he:r l of Defires 

From Girls have been juſt of my Years, 

Lore compar'd to Sweet: Briars, . 
I hat hurts, and yet does pleaſe. 

Is Lore fin er than Mcney ? 

Or can it be ſweerer than Honey ? 

I'm, poor Girl, fuch a Tory, 
Efaith, that I cannot gueſs. 

But I'm ſure Ill watch more near, 

here's ſomething that Truth will ſhow ; 
For if Love has a Bleſſing, 
To pleaſe beyond Kifling, | 

Our Jane and the Butler do know. 


SONG CCLIX. 


Riſe, ariſe, great Dead, for Arms renown'd, 
Riſe from your Urns, and fave your dy- 
ing Story; | 
Your Deeds will be in dark Oblivion drown'd, 
For mighty Milli am ſeizcs all your Glory, 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds 

Again B, — bleeds; , 

To glorious Death, or comely Wounds, 
Her godlike Monarch lcads. 85 


Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you owe, 
Celeſtial Minds from Clay untie; 
Let coward Spirits dwell below, 
Aud only give the Brave to die. 
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SONG CLX. 


N vain poor Damon proſtrate lies, 
And humbly trembles at my Feet, 
While pleading Looks, and begging Sighs, 
With moving Eloquence entreat. 
Pity Perſuades my trembling Breaſt, 
That Pains ſo great ſhould be redreſt, 


But ſome ſtrange Whiſper intercedes, 
And tells me I mutt let him wait, 
And make him ſeal re ſtricti ve Deeds, 
E'er I admit him to my State. 
Women ſhould triumph whilſt they can, 
Since Marriage makes them Slave to Man; 


SONG CCLXI. 
OVB and Folly were at play, 


Both too wanton to be wiſe; 
They fell out, and in their Fray 
| Folly put out Cupt4's Eyes. | 


Strait the Criminal was try d, 

And had his Puniſhment aſſigu d, 
Fully ſhould to Love be ty d, 

And condemn'd to lead the Blind. 


Then wiſely let's venture, 
Ourſelves to deceive, 
Since Fate has decreed us 
To love and believe. 


For all we can gain 
By our Wiſdom and Eyes, 
Is to find ourſelves cheated, 
And wretched when wiſe. 
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H 
| Up Roger and James, and drive out your Teams, | H 
T 
A 


Iso for the Mow, and two for the Plou oh, 


SONG CCLXII. 
ARK! the Cock Crows, tis Day a“ 


abroad, 


And looks like a jolly, fair Morning: 


Up quickly to carry rhe Corn in. 4 5 
Party the Drowſy, and Barnaby Bowſy, 
A. Bricakfaſt we'll flout and we'll jecr, Boys: 
Siuggards ſhall chatter with Small Beer and 
Water, | | 
While you fhall tope off the March-Beer, Boys, 


Laſſes that ſnore, for ſhame give it o'er, 

Mouth open, the Fii:s will be blow ing: 3: 

To get us ſtout Hum 'gainſt Chryizaas doe: 

come, h | F 

Away, where the Barley is mowing. | 
In your Smock-Slccvcs too bind up the Sheave; N 

too, | 7 

Wich nimble young Rowland and Harry. b 

aber when Work's over, at Night give each f 
over | | 


A Hog and a Buſs in the Dairy. 


* 2 


F = 


EN 
Is then the next Labour comes after; Ki 
I'm ſure I hir'd four, but if you want more, | 
I' ſend you my Wite and my Daughter. 
Roger the luſty tell Rachel the truſty, 
The Bern's a rare place to ſteal Garters, 4 
"Fon her and you then, contrive up the Mow 'F 
then, | | : 
And take it at Night for your Quarters, 


SONG CCLXIII. 


(3* London is a fine Town, and a gallant f 
City | 

"1 1s govern'd by the S. ailet- Con, come liſten 
to iny Dirt y. | 
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This City has a Mayor, this Mayor he is a Lord, 
And governeth the Citizens all by his uwu accord. 


a'] O London, Sec. 
He boaſteth his Gentility, and how nobly he 
| was born. | 

ns, | His Arms they are three Ox-heads, and his 
N Creſt a rampant Horn. 


The firſt _— his Lordſhip takes, is to NHeſt- 


82:14 miuaſter Hall, 


nd | YAttended by twelve Companies, for he muſt 
03 Linde. Sc. (have them all. 
Tf FThe Barges are made fine and gay, for his 
| Lordſhip and the beſt, 
FA nd Dung-boats and Lighters provided for the 
per reſt: 


hen at the Exchequer he's ſworn upon a Shoe- 
Sole, | | 

That he will be no wiſer Man than his Brother 

0h! London, &c. Josbernolle. 


lie eg is borne before him up and down the 
tairs, | | 

Fro fright away the little Boys that laugh at our 

| Lord Mayors. x 

nd when that is ended, home again he comes, 

Nich joyful Noiſe upon the Thames of Trum- 

ob! London, Sc. (pets and of Drums. 


is Lordſhip lands at Black · Fryers, and on 

3 along he jogs, 

'W:tcnded by his Companies, as hungry as Doge. 

hen in comes the Carver, aud beldly falls to 

; Work, 

Wich Knife like to a Scimeter, as fierce as any 
Ob! London, &c. (Turk. 


e hit upon the Gooſe · Bone, and turn'd bot 
Edge and Point, | 


vez. 
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Till he look'd upon my Lord-Mayor he could 

not hit the Joint. | | 
Then up came Cuſtard with Twenty four Nooks, 
As you may find recorded in Johnny Stow's 


OE London, Sec. (Books. 
Ard why it was ſo big, if you would know the 
Realon, 


It was to keep their Chaps at work, that would 
be prating Treaſon. 2 | 

Then they go to Greenwich all in the City Barge, 
And there they hace a noble Treat all at the 
0b! London, Sec. (City Charge, 


And when they come to Cuckolds- Point th 
make a gallant Show, | 
Their Wives bid the M:fi.k play Cucilds all 
| a · roru. | 
Then they go to Paul's Church, cer Morning 
Prayer begins, | | LE. 
And as they go along the Street, they ſtoop to 
Ob ! London, &c. (pick up Pins. 


But if you'd know, I'll tell you, the moral Rea- 
ſon of it, | | 3 

They that would to Riches grow, muſt ſtoop 
for little Profit, | 

My Lord May'r rides along the Street like unto 
a Law-maker. 

With forty Catch · Poles at his Arſe, to proſecute 


h London, Ec. (the Baker. 
And when he comes to the Baker's Stall, and 
finds his Bread too light, 


He ſends it home to his own Houſe, to feaſt both 
Lord and Knight. | : 
Then to the &. ons- Honſe they go, the Seſſion 
there to keep, 
Until that the Recorder comes, they all are faſt 
Ob! London, c. | (aſleep. 


The SYREN. 239 
They call up all their Jurics Ly twelves and by 


—_— . 

And if they hang up no Man, th ay. 

3 * e Sabena bn 

So then they borrow Boots and Spurs, and out of 
Town they ride, 

To ſee the Bears bated on the Bank- Side. 

| 0h ! London, &c. 


And when that they have done, they all return 
again, | 

Like 5 many Apes on Horſe- back, with each 
his golden Chain. 

Then to hear a Sermon once a Year he rides unto 
the Spittle, | 

And there he fits full three Hours long, and 

Oh! London, Sc. (brings away but little. 


And when that he comes home, he fits down at 
Lis Board, . 
And if he has not minc'd Pyes, his Chear's not 
Worth a T-—d, | | 
My Lady ſays unto my Lord, when all the 
Guetts are gone, : | 
I do intend to morrow to invite my Friend, Sir 


0h! London, &c.  (Jobn. 
For I don't think it fit always to have Tradeſ- 
men | 
I pray therefore let me rub in a Courtier now- 
and then. FCS 
My Lady boldly ask'd my Lord what Diſhes ſhe 
ſhould have, | : 
To entertain her Friend Sir John, that was ſo 
0b ! London, &c, (k fine and brave. 


My Lord he nam'd a Calf's Head, at which ſie 
made a Piſh, | 
And ſaid, the'd have a Turkey Cock, cauſe ſhe 
lov'd a ſtanding Diſh, | 


CE I ard as. aa 
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Next, on:e a ear into Eſſex a Hunting they do 


* ; : 
To — em paſs along, oh! "tis a j retty Show! 
Oh London, Gs. 


Through Cheapſide, and Fenchurch - Street, and ſo 
to Aldgate Pump, | * 
Each Man with's Spurs in's Horſe's Sides, and 
Pack Sword croſs his Rump: | 
My Lord he takes a Staff in Hand, to beat the 
Buſhes och, ©: | 
I muſt confeſs it was a Work he neter had done 
0h! London, &c. | (beto:c, 


A Creature bounces from a Buſh, which made 
them all i laugh, „ | 

My Lord he cry d, A Hare, a Hare! but it 
prov'd an Hex Call. | 

And when they had done their Sport, they came 
to Longon, where they dwell, 

Their Faces all ſo torn and ſcratch'd their Wives 

_ Oh! London, c. (ſearee knew them well. 


For = a very great Mercy ſo many 'ſcap'd 

, ive : £1 

For of twenty Saddles carry d out, they brought 
again but five. | 


Ob ! London, Ec. | * 


SONG CCLXIV. 4 Womar: 
Cloath'd in Grey, &c. 


I 'Hrovgh all the Employments of Life 
1 Each Neighbour player his Brother; 
Whore and Rogue they call Husband and Wife. 

All Profeſſions be-rogue one another. 

The Prieſt calls the Lawyer a Cheat, 

The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine; 

And the Stateſman becauſe he's ſo great, 

Think his Trade as honeſt as mige. 


— — — — — 
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SON G CCLXV. 


The following Song was made by the Czar 
Peter I. when in England, upon his 
Miſtreſs Moll Tims. Jt was firſt 
written in the Ruſſian, and afterwards 
turn'd into the Syberian Language. 


) O--ttin ungus Goſcinine, 
R Ro--ttin ungua Maron, 
Luſſutra Dongue Silroſadong, 

Moll Doquerone. 
Morravice Kidaronquy Moll Tim farone, 
Morravice Kidaronquy M6ll T:m fada-rone, 
Silroſſadong Kilroſſad é Moll Doqueroné 


t Waugh, &c. | 
SONG CCLXVI. The bonny grey- 
: | ey d Mor A, &c. 

J. 


„is Woman that ſeduces all Mankind, 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling 
bt Her very Eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts. 
For her, like Wolves by Night, we roam for 


In And praiſe Av. to bribe her Charms ; 
For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, 


And Beauty mult be fee d into our Arms. 


S ON GCCLXVII. Cold and ra, &c. 


fe. F any Wench Jenas Girdle wear, 
Though ſhe be never ſo ugly ; 
Lilies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
Aud ber Face look woud'rous ſmugly. 
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Rencath the left Ear ſo fit but a Cord, 

(A Rope ſo charming a Zone is!) 
The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 

And we cry, There dies an Adonis 


SONG CCLXVIII. 77y 15 your 


faithful Slave diſdain'd? &c. 


1 F Love the Virgin's Heart invade, 


How, like a Moth, the ſimple Maid 
Still plays about the Flame! | | 
If ſoon the be not made a Wife, 
Her Hovour's ſing'd, and then for Life, 
She's what I dare not name. 


S O N G CCLXIX. Of all thefimple 
things we do, &c. 


| A Maid is like the golden Ore 


Which bath Gumeas intrinſical in'ty 


| Whoſe Worth is never known before 


It is try'd and impreſt in the Mint. 


A Wife'slike a Guinea ir Cold, 


Stamp'd with the Name of her Spouſe g 
Now here, now there, is bought, or is fold 3 
And is current in every Houſe, 


SONG CCLXX. What fall 1 ds 
to ſhew, &c. 


K Trgins are like the fair Flower in its Luſtre, 
Which in the Garden enamels the Ground; 


Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around, 
But, when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent - Garden tis ſent, (as yet ſweet) 
Fe | 
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There fadcs, and fhrinks, and grows paſt all 


___ enduring, | 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under 
feet, | 


SON G CcLXXI. Cotillor. 


Outh's the Seaſon made for Joys, 
Love is then our Duty, b 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her Beauty. 
Let's be gay, | 
While we may, | 
Beauty's a Flower, deſpis'd in Decay · 
Vutb's the Sea ſon, &c. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not to morrow. 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but Sorrow. 
ance aud ſing, 
Time's on the Wing, 
Life never knows the Return of Spring. 
Chorus, Let us driak, &c. 5 


SONG CCLXXII. Lillibullero. 
HE Modes of the Court ſo common are 


grown, 
That a true Friend can hardly be met; 
9 Friendſhip for Intereſt is but a Loan, 
Which 9 let out for what they can get. 
Tis true, you find 
e, Some Friends ſo kind, 
ls bay + 2 give you good Counſel themſelves to 


Inſorrowful Ditty, 
3 They promile, they pity, 


du ſhift you for Money, from Friend to Friend 
| | 2 | 


Firſt corrupts, and then connives, 


And by his Neighbours Vices thrives, 


SON G CCLXXIV. 1 Nympls 
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SONG CCLXXIII. *Twas within 4 
Furlong. 
N 4 and Politieians, 
The Genius is the ſame ; 
Both raiſe their own Conditions 3 
Oa others Guilt and Shame. r 
Wich a Tongue well tipt with Lies, 
Each the want of Parts ſupplies, 


And with a Heart that's all Diſguiſe, 


Keeps his Schemes unknown. 


Scducing as the Devil, 


They play the Tempter's Part, 
Ard have, when moſt they're civil, 
Mott Miſchief in their Heart. 


Each a ſecret Commerce drives, 


For they are all his own, 


and Silvan Gods. 


Hate thoſe cowardly Tribes, 
Who by mean ſneaking Bribes, 1 
By Trick ard Diſguiſe, 
By Flattery and Lies, 
To Power and Crandeur riſe. ] 
Like Heroes of old, 
Your are greatly bold, \ 
The Sword your Cauſe ſupports: 
Untaught to fawn, 1 
u ne er were drawn 
Your Truth to pawn 8 


Among the Spawn 


Who pradiſe the Frauds of Courts, 
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SONG CCLXXV. Ton borneur 
eft Catharine, 


Oman's like the flatt'ring Ocean, 
| Who her pathleſs Ways can find? 
Every Blaſt diretts her Motion; 

Now ſhe's angry, now ſhe's kind. 
What a Fool's the vent'rous Lover, 
Whirl'd and toſs'd by ev'ry Wind? 

Can the Bark ihe Port recover, 

When the fiily Pilot's blind? 


SONG CCLXXVI. 


8 near a Fountain's flow'ry Side 
| The bright Sali ada lay, 
er Looks encreas d the Summer's Pride, 


Her Eyes the Blaze of Day. 


The Roſes bluſh'd with deeper red, 
To ſee themſclves out- done 
The Lilies ſhrunk into their Beds, 
To find ſuch Rival ſhone, | 


Quick thro! the Air to this Retreat 
A Bee induſtrious flew 

Prepar'd to rifle ev'ry Sweet, 
And ſip the balmy Dew. 


Drawn by the Fragrance of her Breat!, 
Her roſy Lips he found: 
Where he in Tranſports met his Death, 
And dropt upon the Ground. 
Enjoy, bleſt Bee, enjoy thy Fate, 
or at thy Fall repine; 


Siace Kings would quit their royal State, 
To ſhare a Death like thine. 


M 3 
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SON G CCLXXVII. 


T, Our aud twenty Fidlers all in a row, 
And there was fiddle, fiddie, and twice 
fiddle, fiddle, 
"Cauſe it is my Lady's Birth-Day, 
Therefore we keep Holiday, 
We come to be merry. 


Four and twenty Drummers all in a row, 
And there was a Rub a dub, rub, rub, rub, 
And there was fiddle, fiddle, &c. 


| Your and twenty Trumpeters all in a row, 
And there was Tantara rara, tantara, 


And there was rub a dub, Ec. 


Four and twenty Tabors and Pipes all in a row, 
And there was whip and dub, | 
And tantara raza, &c, 


Four and twenty Women all in a row, 


And there was tittle tattle, and twice prittle 


rattle, | 


| And whip and dub, Sec. 


Four and twenty Singing - Maſters all in a row, 
And there was Fa, la, la, la, Fa, la, la, la, la, 
* And there was tittle, &c. 


Four and twenty Fencing- Maſters all in a row, 
And _ and that, and down to the Legs clap, 
r, 


And cut em off, and Pa. la, Sc. 


Four and twenty Lawyers all in a row, 


And there was Omne gutd exit in um damnn, 
Sed plus damno decoram 5 and there was t“ 
and that, See. : | ; 


Four and twenty Vintners all in a row, 
And thege-was gore Claret and White, 


1 


P, 
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I ne'er drank worſe in my Liſe, 
And excellent good Cana:y, 
Drawn o the Lees of Snerry, 

I ʒ ou co not like it, Omne quod, &e, 


Four and twenty Par iament- Men all in 2, 
And ther: was Loyalty and Reaſon, 
Without one Word of Tecaſon, 

And there was rare Claret, Sec. 


Four and twenty Dutchmen all in row, 
And there was Alter Malter“ Vantor Pc 
Shapen Kopen d. Hogue Van Ritivih Þ anion 
fick de Þrille Van Bo hel, Va: Fr , 
and Soatrag Van Hogan Herian I. D 
Rare Claret and White, Sc, 


SONG CCLXXVIII. 


A H! cbloris, could I now but fit 
| As unconcern'd, as when 
Your Infant Beauty could beget 
No Happineſs, nor Pain. 
When I this D. waing did admire, 
And prais'd the coming Day, 
T little thought that rifing Fire 
Would take my Reſt away. 


Your Charms in harmleſs Childhood lay, 
As Metals in a Mine; 

Age from no Face takes more away, 
Than Youth conceal d in thine. 

Put as your Charms inſcoſibly 
To theie PerfeRion preſt, 

So Love, as unperceiv'd did fly, 
And ccnter'd in wy Breaſt. 


My Paſſion with yaur Beauty grew 
While Cxpid at my dg b 
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Still as his Mother favour'd you, 
Tbrew a new flaming Dart. 


SONG CCLXXIX 
Nas: 


I'll caſt awa 
And, with ſome es oa Fellow 
Steal out to the Fair; 
Though ſome are too baſhful, 
And others too bold, 
Yet Womens Intenti ons 
Are not to be told. 


Bur if I ſhould meet 
With a Spark to my Mind, 
One fit to be truſted, 
I then may prove kind: 
Wich him I would ramble 
The Fair all around, 
I'd eat, and I'd drink 
Of the beſt could be 1 


Tb 3 Fielding _y 2 
And Hi an | 
. 1 
And the Devil and all: 
Il have the beſt Place, | 
And I'll ſee ev'cy Sight, 
And wanton in Pleaſure 
From Marning *till Night, 


Oh ! there I ſhall ſee 
All the Gentlemen Rakes, 
And hear the ſweet Cry | 
Of Beer, Ale, Wine, and Cakes, 
V hilt Lin blue Apron 
And clean Linnen Gown, 
Draw all the fine Sparks 
From tke Flirts of the Town. 
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SONG CCLXXX. 
Ty from this Place, dear Flora, 
| Thy Goaler has ſet thee free; 
And before the next Bluſh of Aurora, 
You'll find a kind Guardi in in me. 
Deareſt Creature, exchange for the better, 
Confinement can have no Charms, 
Think of your Fr. ſons which is ſwecter, 


This, or a young Lover's Arm. 


SON G CCLXXXI. 
"JT HE Nymph that undocs me is fair and 


| unkind, 
No lefs than a Wonder by Na: ure defign'd : 
She's the Grief of my Heart, rhe Joy of my Eye, 
And the Cauſe of a Flame that never can die. 


* from whence Wit * obligingly 
Has the beautiful Eluſh, and the Smell of the 
Love — Deſtiny both ſtill attend on her Will, ; 
She _ with a Look, with a Ficwa fk: can 
The deſperate Lover can hope no Redreſs. 


Where Beauty and ＋ are both in exceſs : 


In Silvia they meet, ſo unhappy am I, 
Who ſees her mult love, who loves het muſt 
die. | | 


SONG CCLXXXII. 


H U $ mighty Eaſlern Kings, and ſome 
- Of 4br'am's Race, and Monarchs gol, 
r £pgytt, Syria, Greece, and Rome, 
True AxchiteRure underſtood, 


8 me * 9 
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No Wonder then if Maſons join 
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To celebrate thoſe Maſon Kings. 
Wich foiemn Note, and flowing Wine, 
Whilſt ew':y Brother jointly tings. 

CHORUS, 
Whn can unfold the Royal Art, 
Or ſing its Secrets in a Song ? 
Tt-y re ſafely Rept in Maſons Heart, 
And to the ancient Lodge belong. 


S O N G CCLXXXII Heppy Claus. 


T was the charming Month of May, 

When all the Fiow'rs werefreſh and gays 

Ouc Morning by the break of Day, Rep 
Sweet Celoe, chaite, and fair, 

From peacctul Slumbers the aroſe, 

Girt on her Mantle and her Hoſe, 

And o'er the flow'ry Mead ſhe goes, 
To breathe a purer Air. 


Her Looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her Mien, 
Her handſome Shape, and Drefs fo clean, 
She look'd all o'er like Beauty's Queen, 
| Dreſt in her belt Array, 
The gentle Winds and purling Stream, 
Eſſay d to whiſper Chloe's Name, 
The ſa vage Beaſts, till then ne et tame, 
Wild Adoration pay. 


be feather'd People you * ſee, 


Perch'd all around her on a Tree, 
With Notes of ſweeteſt Melody 
They act a chearful Part. | 
The dull Slaves on the toilfome Plow, 
Their wearied Necks and Knees do bow, 
A glad SubjeRtion there they vow, 
To pay with all their Heart, 
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The bleating Flocks that then came by, 

Soon as the charming Nymph they ſi y, 

They leave their hoarſe and rucfu! Cty, 
And dance around ti:c Brooks: 


'The Woods are glad, the Meadows ſmile, 


vam'd and roar'd c'er vile, 


And Forth that 
Glides calmly down, as ſmooth as Oli, 
Thro' all its charming Crooks. 


The ſinny Squadrons are content, 

To leave their wat'ry Elemeat, 

In glazie Numbers down the Bent, 
They flutter all along. 

The Inſetts, and each creeping thing, 

Join'd to make up the rutal Ring, 

All frisk and dance, if ſhe but ting, 
And make a jovial 'Chrong. 


King Pheb: now began to riſe, 
And paint with red the eaſtern Skies, 
Struck with the Glory of her Eyes, 
He ſhines behind a Cloud : 
Her Mantle on a Bough ſhe lays, 
And all her Glory ſhe diſplays, 
She left all Nature in Auazc, 
And skipp'd into the Wood. 


E Minutes biing the happy Hour, 
And Chloe bluſhing to the Bow's ; 

Then ſhall all idle Flames be o'er, 

Nor Eyes, or Heart, e er wander more: 

Both, Chloe, fix'd for e ex on ther, 

For thou art all thy Sex to me. 


A guilty is a falſe Embrace, 
Co.1uma's Love's a Fairy Chaſe: 

Be gone thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, 
And all that can't ſurvive Deze 
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Chloe my Reaſon moves, and Awe » 
And Cupid ſhot me when I ſaw. 


SONG CCLXXXV, 


F Wine and Muſick have the Pow'r 
To eaſe the bickneſs of the Soul, 
Let Phebus wi String explore, 
And Bacchus till the ſyringly Bowl. 


Let them their friendly Air employ, 
To make my Chlo:'s Abſence light, 
And ſeek for Pleaſures to deſtroy | 
The Sortous of this live-lorg Night. 


But ſhe to morrow will return; 
Jenus be thou to-morrow great, 
Thy Myriles ſtrew, thy Olours burn, 
And meet the fav'rite Nymph in States 
Kind Geddeſs, to no other Powers 
Let us to-movruw's Bleflings o.; | 
Thy darling Loves ſhall guide the Hours, 5 . 
And all the Day be thine alone. | 


SON G CCLXXxv1i. 


OW hardly I conceal my Tears! 
N How oft AF l ns ru, 4 288 
Wben many tedious Days my Fears 
Told me, I lov'd pb - 2m 9 
But now my Joys as wild are grown, | 
| And — A conceal'd ; = 


Sorrow may make a {:lent Moan, - 7] 
Bat Joy will be reveal C. | 
I tell it to the bleating blocks, 1 
To e ry 3 Tree, - | 
And bleſs the hollow murm'ring Rocks, 4 


For ecchoint back to me. 
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Thus you may fee, with kow much Joy 
We want, we wiſh, believe; 
*Tis hard ſuch Paſſion to deſtroy, 
But caſy to dective. 


SONG CCLXXXVIL. 


A aftes Noon, one Summer's Day, 
17 Venus ftood bathing in a River, 
_ a Shooting went that Way, ets 
ew ſtrung his Bow, and fill'd his Quiver, 
Wich Skill be choſe his ſharpeſt Dart, 
With all his Might his Bow he drew, 
Swift to his beauteous Parent's Heart 
The too- well guided Arrow flew, 


I faint, I die the Goddeſs cry'd, 
O cruel! could'ſt thou find none other 

To wreck thy Spleen on? Parricide ! 
Like Nero, thou halt {lain thy Mother. 


Poor Cupid, ſobbiag, ſcarce could ſpeak, 
Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas! how eaſy my Miſtake? 55 
I took you for your Likeneſs, Chloe. 


SONG CCLXXXVIII | 
Fa: fly, ye happy Shepherds, fly, 


; 
Avoid +Hhilira's Charms ; 

The Rigour of her Heart denies | 
The Heaven that's in her Arms. ; 


 Ne'er hope to gaze, and then retire, 
Nor yiclding to be bleſt ; 

Nature, who form'd her Eyes of Fire, 
Of Ice compos'd her Breaſt. 


Yet, lovely Maid, this once believe — q 
A Slate, whole Zeal you move: | 
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The Gods, alas! your Youth deceive, 
The Heaven conſiſts in Love. 


In ſpite of all the things you owe, 
You may reproach 'em this; 

That where they did their Form beſtow, 
They have deny d their Bliſs, | 


SON G CCLXXXIX. 


Y Love was fickle once, and changing, 
Nor e er would ſettle in my Heart, 
"rom Beauty ſtill to Beauty ranging, 
In ev'ry Face I found a Dart. 


Tas firſt a charming Shape enſlav'd me, 
An Eye then gave the fatal Stroke. 


"Till by her Wit Corinna ſav'd me, 


And all my former Fetters broke, 


But now a long and laſting Anguiſh 
For Belvidera | endure ; 


: Hourly I ſigb, and hourly langriſh, 


Nor hope to find the wonted Cure, 


For here thefalſe inconſtant Lover, 
After a thouſand Beauties ſhewa, 
Does now ſurpriſing Charms diſcover, 

And finds Variety in one. 


$ONG COXC 
HEN firſt I laid Siege to wy CY ori, 

Canzon-Oaths | brought down, 

To batter the Town, 


| And I ftorm'd her with amorous Stories. 


Billet doux like Small. ſhot did ſo ply het; 
And ſometimes a Song ; | 
Went whiſtling along, 
Bat ftill I was never che ndgher. 
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At length ſhe ſent word by a Trumpet, 
It I kk'd that Life, 
Zhe would he my Wife, | 
But ſhe would be no Man's Strumpet. 


I told her that Mars would not marry, 
And ſwore by my Scars, 
Got in Combats and Wars, 
That I'd ſooner dig Stones in a Quarry 


At length ſhe granted the Farour, 
Without the dull Curſe, 
For better, for worſe, 


| And far'd thedull Parſon the Labour, 
SONG CCXCI. 


"A © all the Torments, all the Cares, 
With which our Lives are curs'd, 
Of all the Plagues a Lover bears, 
Sure Rivals are the worſt: 

By Partners of another kind, 

Atflidtions eaſier grow, 
In Love alone we hate to find 
Companions of our Woe. 


cynthia, for all the Pains you ſe 
Are labouring in my Breaſt, 
I beg not you would favour me, 
ould you but flight the reſt: 
How great ſoc'er your Rigours are, 
With them alone I'll cope, 
| can endure my own Deſpair, 
But not another's Hope. 


SONG CCXCIL 


H OW happy am], 
The fair Sex can defy, _ | 
And can cv'sy Day ſay my Heart is my owng 
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For I never ſaw yet 
That Beauty ur Wit, 
But I lov'd, it I plcas'd, or could let it alone 1 


I thought that my Flame | , 
Would ſtill prove the ſame, | | 
For beauriful balia, while Celia was true; | 
But Love was ſo blind, | | 
When Celia was kind, | 
I chang'd hes for M ;ſa, for M pſa was new. | 
SONG CCXCII.. 
VE Swains that are courting a Maid, 
Be warn'd and inſtruQed by we 


'Lho' ſmall Experience I've had, 
I'll givc you good Counſel, and free. 


The Women are changeable things, 
And ſeldom a Moment the ſame ; | 
As Time a Variety brings, | | 
Their Looks new Humours proclaim, 
But who in his Love would ſucceed, 
And his Miſtreſs's Favour obtain, | 


Muft mind it as ſure as his Creed, | | 
To make Hay while the Sun is ſerene, 


There's a Seaſon to con; uet the Fa; 
And that's when they re merry and gay: 
To catch the Occaſion, take care, | 
When *tis gone, in vain you'll eſſay. 
SONG CCXCIV. 
Gently touch'd her Hand, ſhe gave 
| A Look that did my Soul enſlave; 
I preſt her tebel Lips in vain, | 
They roſe up to be preſt again: 
Thus happy I no further meaut, | | 
Tbaa to be pleas d aud innocent, | 


— 


— 


- | — > — —̃ — 1 ST 
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On her ſoft Breaſts my Hand I laid, 
Anda quick, light Impreflion made; 
They with a kindly Warmth did glow, 
And ſwell'd, and ſeem'd to — * 
Yet truſt me, I no further meant, 
Than to be pleas d and innoeent. 


On her Eyes my Eyes did ſtray, 5 
O er her ſmooth Limbs my Hands did ſtray; 
Each Senſe was raviſh'd with Delight, 

And my Soul ſtood prepar'd for Flight, 

Blame me not, if at laſt I meant, | 

More to be plea d, than innocent. 


SON G CCXCV. City Renble, 


8 O ME fing Molly Mag of the Roſe, 
And call her the Oakingham Pelle, 
Whilſt others do Ferſes compoſe | 

On pcautiful Molfy Lepelle. 


Put of all the young Firgins, ſo fair, 
Which Pritain's:crete Monarchy owns 3 
In Peauty there's none to compare, 


Wich hur charming dear Gwinifrid Show? 5. | 


Vaenviet the ſplentit Contition 

Of Princes that ſit upon Thrones : 
The higheſt of all hur Ampition, 
Is the Lofe of fair Gwinifrid Shone:. 
Pold Mortals the Clobe will ſearch ofer 

For Cold, and for Tiamond Stones; 
Put hur can more Treaſure tiſcofer 

In peautiful Gwizifrid Sbones. 


From the piggeſt crete Mountain in Pritain, 
Hur wou'd fenture the preaking her Pones, 


So that the ſoft Lap hur might fit on, 
Of peautiful Ginifrid Shouts. 


— 


>. 
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Not the N*ghtingale's pitiful Note 

Can ex] {s how poor Shezikin bemoans 
His Fates? when i: Places remote, 

Hur s aifent fron; Grrtifyid Skhon?e, 


Fu: Lofe ifs than Honey far ſweeter, 


And hut is no Seti ap Deones ; 


Pur wou'd lapour in P. oſe, and in Mette 


To praiſe hur tear Gwirt rid Suones. 


As the Harp of St. Tavit turfaſſes 
Tic Pugpipes, poor Twceiles and Croues; 


S0 Lec, Molly, Mog, and ali Laſſes 


; Arc cx*-cll'd by hu: Gwinifrid Stones. 


SONG CCXCVI. 77 Commons, &c. 


FD AIR Tens, they ſay, 
| Oa a rainy bleak Day, 
Thus ſent her Child Cæfid a packing: 
Get thee gone from my Door, 
Like a Son of a Whore, 8 | 


And elſewhere ſtand bouncing and cracking. 


To tell the plain Truth, | 
Our little blind Youth . 
Beat the Hoof a long while up and down, Sir 3 
Till all Dangers paſt, 
By good Fortune at laſt 
He N 


umbled into a great Town, Sir. 


Then ftrait to himſelf 

Cries this tiny ſly Elf, 0 
Since Begging SA little Relief, Sir, 

A Trake I'll commence | 


That ſhall bring in the Pence, | 
And trait he ſet vp for a Thief, Sir, 


At Play houſe and Kirk, 
Where he ſlily Jid lark, 
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He ſtole H arts both from young and old People, 
*Till at laſts, ſays my Song, 
He had like to have ſwung 

On a Gallows as high as a Steeple, 


Then with Arrows and Bow 

He a Soldier muſt go, | 
Aad ſtrait he ſhot Folks without Warnings 

He thought it no Sin, 

When his Hand once was in, 


To kill you his Hundred a Morning. 


When he found that he made 
Little Gain by his Trade, 

Wart 4o:s our ly graceleſs Blinker? 
But ſtrait chang'd his Note, 
As well as his Coat, 

And he needs muſt paſs for a Tinker. 


Have you any Hearts to mend? 
Come, I'Il be your Friend. 
Or elſe I expett not a Farthing: 
Thoꝰ they're burnt to a Coal, =: 
Vil ſoon make em whole; 8 
And Maids, is not this a fair Bargain ? 
But, Maids, have a Care, 
Of this Tinker beware, FEELS | 
Shun the Rogue, tho he ſets ſuch a Face on't, 
Where he ſtops up one Hole, 
*Tistruc, by my Soul, 


He'll at leaft leave a Score in the Place on't. 
$0 NG CCXCvIL.: 
Oung Roger of the Mill, one Morning very | 
f 


oon, 
Put on his beſt Apparel, nis Hoſ: and clouted 
Shoon 3 | | 


— — 
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And hc a wooing came to bonyuy-buvom Ne, 
Adzooks, crics he, coud ſt fancy me, I like thee 


wond rous well, 


My 1 I have dreſt, and gave them Corn and 
ay | 
Put un 277 beſt Apparel: an d having come this 


Let's "fi ro chat a while with thre, wy bonny | 
Net | 


Adzooks, | exies he, coul'ſt fancy me, Lene 


thy Perſon well. 


Young Roger you're miſtaken, the Damfcl then 


reply'd 
I am not in ſuck haſte to be a Plowman's Bride; 


Know I then live in Hopes to marry a Farmer's _ 


Son, 


If it be ſo, ſays Hodge, I'll 80 ſweet 2 


I have done. 


Your Horſes you have areſt, as 1 have heard you 


Put on your beſt Apparel, and baving come this 


Come bn chat a-while. O no indeed not I, 
I'll neither wait, nor chat, nor m_ L'ze other 


Fiſh to fry. 


Co take your Farmer's Son, with all my beneſt 
Heart, 


What tho' my Name be Roger that go to Plow 


and Cart, 
I need not tarry long, I ſoon may pain a Wife, 
There's buxom Fean, it is well known, ſhe loves 
me as her Life. 


Pray what of buxom Joan, can't I pleaſe you. 33 


wel, 


| For fl has at er 2 be ay; and 1 am buxom Nell: 


What tho my 
| My Skin it is as ſoft-a, 
Ea: 


What tho? I keep my Father's Sheep, 


An when I ſee they my be, 
0 


De Symp. 261 
And I have fifiy Shillivgs ; the Money made 


him ſmile, | 
Oh then my dear, I'll draw a Chair, and chat 
with thee a-while, 


Within the Space of half an Hour, this Couple a 
Bargain ſtruc k, | 


And I hope then with their Maney they both 


may have good Luck 

If you have fifty Shillings, then I have forty 
more, with which a Cow we'll buy, 

We'll join our Hands, in wedlock Bands, then 
who but you and Il? | 


SON G CCXCVII. Salh, &c. 


HAT tho' I am a Country Laſs, 
A lofty Mind I bear-a, 
And think my ſelf as good as thoſe, 
Who gay Apparel wear a. | 
Uloches axe home ſpun Grey, | 


oſe that in their Cypreſs Veils 
Carry their Heads alofr-a. | 


It is what muſt be done-a : 


A Garland of the ſweeteſt Flou r 


Shall ſhade me from the Sun-a. 


Where Graſs and Flow'rs ſpringea : 


Be ſide a porting Cry tal Stream 

Ill ſet me down and fing-a. 

Aix Leatliern-Bottle, ſtuft with Sage, 

Is Drink that's very thin-a: | 

Na Wine did e er my Brains engage, 
Or tempt me for to ſin-· a. 


4 


r 
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My Country Curds, and wooden Spoon 


ethinks are very fine-a :. | 
When oa a ſhady Bank, at Noon, 
I ſer me down and dine-a. 


What tho my Portion won't allow | 
Of Bags ct ſhining Gold- a; 


A Farmer's Daughter now a-days, 


Like Swine is bought and ſold- a. 


My Body's fair, I'll keep it ſound, 
And an honeſt Mind within a 


But for an hundred thouſand Pound, 


I value't not a pin -a. 


No Jewels wear I, in my Ears, 
Or Pearls, about my Neck. a; 
No coſtly Rings do I e'er uſe, 


My Fingers for to deck-a. 


But for the Man who-e'er he be, 
Whom I ſhall chance to wed-a ; 


I'll keep a Jewel worth them all, 


I mcan my Maiden head a. 


8 ON G CCXCIX. 1 Comm 


IF any ſo wiſe is, 
That Sack he deſpiſes, 


ons, &c. 


Let him drink his ſmall Beer, and be ſober; 


Whilſt we drink Wine, and ſing 


As if it were Sprin 


He ſhall drcop like the Trees in October. 


But be ſure, over Night 
If this Dog do you bite, 


Lou take ithenceforth for a Warning, 


Soon as out of your Bcd, 
To ſettle your Head, 


Take a Hair of his Tail in the Motnirg 
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And not be ſo ſill 
To follow old Lilly, 

For there's nochii e hut Wine that can tun 
Let his ne Meſcas 
Be put in his Cip-caſe, 

Aud ſing v19ito viinm jejunus. 


SONG CCC. 


Las! when charming Sylz1 4's gone, 
A I fgh, and think myſelf undone 3 
ei when the lovely Nymph is her, 
I'm pleas' d, yet griev: z and Hope, yet fear, 
Thoughtleſs of all but her, I rove, 
Ah tell me, is not this call'd Love? 


Ah me! what Pow'rs can move meſo? 
I die with Grief when ſhe muſt go; 
But I revive at her Return; 

1 (mile, I freeze, I pant, I burn: 
Tranſports ſo ſweet, ſo ſtrong, ſo new, 
Say, can they be to Friendſhip due ? 


Ah no! 'tis Love, tis now too plain, 
1 feel, I feel the pleaſing Pain: 
For who e'er ſaw bright Sylvia's Eyes, 
But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her Prize, 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſt, . 
O let her be by me poſſeſt. 
$ONG CCCT. 
] ERE end wy Chains, and Thraldom 
ceaſe; os 
It not in Joy, I'll live in Peace; 
Since for the Pleaſures of an Hour 
We muſt endure an Age of Pain, 
Ide this abjett thing no more; 
Love, give mo back my Heart again 


e us 3 
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Deſpair tormented firſt my Breaſt, 
Now Falhood, a more cruel Gueſt. 
O, for the Peace of human kind, 
Make Women longer true, or ſooner kind 
With Juſtice or with Mercy reign, = 
O Love ! or give me back my Heart again: 


| | 4 
- SONG ococt 
f HL O E's the Wonder of her Sex, | 
| "Tis well her Heart is tender: 7 
How might ſuch killing Eyes perplex | 
With /irtue to defend her! : | $ 
But Nature graciouſly inclin'd, "i 
Not bent to vex but pleaſe us, 1 
Has to her boundleſs Beauty join'd |: 
A boundleſs Will to caſe us. | = 


SONG cem. 
WI ſweetly did complain J 


Upon his Lute, with heavy Strain, 


How his Eurydice was {lain ERR 4 
The Trees to hear | 

925 Obtainꝰd an Ear, 5 ; 
And after left it off again. F 
Az ev'ry Stroke, at ev'ry Stay, d 


The Boughs kept time, and nodding lay, 
And liſt ned bending every — ; R 1 
The Aſhen Tree | | 
As well as he | 
Began to ſhake, and learnt to play. 


If Wood could ſpeak, a Tree mi ht beat; 
If Wood can thr pt Grief ſo = 55 L 
A Tree might drop an Amber Tear: 
If Wood ſo well 
Could ſound a Knell, | 


Tie Cypreſs might condole the Bier, 
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The ſtanding Nobles of the Crove, 
Hearing dead Wood to —_— and move, 
The fatal Axe began to love; 
They envy'd Death, 
That gave ſuch Breath, 
As Men alive do Saints above. 


SONG Cccly: 
le. ID e, Lucinda, 
_ D 3 apr — 3 but or 


She, Ay, but my Mother tells me now, 
| — Wealth, not thee. 


He. Cruel, thy Love lies in thy Pow'r, 
Y Tho? Fate to me's unkind, 

He. Confider but how ſmall thy Dow's 
Is in reſpeR of mine. | 

He. Is it becauſe my Sheep are poor 
r 

She. No, but I cannot love at all 
So mean a Thing as yu. 

He. Ah me! ah me! mock you my Gricf? 

She. L pity thy hard Fate. Ts 

He. Pity for Love's but poor Relief, 

| U rather chuſe your Hate. 


She. Content thy ſelf, Shepherd, a-while, 
I'll love thee by this Kiſe, 
Thou ſhalt have no more Cauſe to moury 


He. Bear Record then, ye Pow'rs above, 
And all thoſe holy Bands : 
For it appears, the trueſt Love 
Springs not from Wealth nor Lands. 


N 


265 The STREAM. 
SONG Cv. 


ATT HEN wilt thou break, my ftubborn 


Heart ? 
O Death, how flow to take my Part! 
V/liatever I purſue, denics, 


D-ath, Dcath it ſelf, like Myra flies, 


Love and Deſpair, like Twins, poſſeſt 
At the ſame fatal Birth my Breaſt 
No Hope could be, her Scorn was all 
That to my deſtin'd Lot cou'd fall. 


I thought, alas! that Love cou'd dwell 
But in warm Climes, where no Snow fell; 
Like Plants that kindly Heat require, ; 
To be maintain'd by conſtant Fire, 


That, without Hope, twou'd die as ſoon, 

| A little Hope But I have none: 
On Air the Camelions thrive; 
Deny'd even — my Love can live. 


As tougheſt Trees in Storms are bred, 
And grow, in ſpite of Winds, and ſpread g 


The more the Tempeſt tears and ſhakes 


My Love, the deeper Root it takes, 


Deſpair, that Aconite does prove, 

And certain Death to others Love, 
That Poiſon, never yet withſtood, 
Does nouriſh mine, and turn to Food. 


O! for what Crime is my tom Heart 
_ Condemn'd to ſuffer deathleſs Smart? 
Like ſad Prometheus, thus to lie 
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SONG cœccvr. 


Tript of their Green our Groves appear, 
7 Our Vales lye bury'd decp in Snow, 
The blowing North controuls the Air, 
A nipping Cold chills all below, | 
The Froſt has glaz'd the deepeit Streams, 
| Phuns withdravs his kindly Beans, 
Vet Winter b lefs'd be thy Return, | 
Thou'ſt brought the Swain for whom 1 80 
to mourn, 


And in thy Ice with pleaſing Flames I burn 


Too ſoon the Sun's reviving Heat, 
Will thaw that Ice, and melt that Snow, 
Trumpets will ſound, and Drums will beat, 
And tell me the dear Youth muſt go. 
Then muſt my weak unwilling Arms 
Reſign him up to ſtronger Charms: 


| What Sweets, what Flow'rs, what a] 8 
1 Thing 


Now Damon's gone can Faſe or Pleaſure bring, | 
Winter brings Damon, Winter is my Spring, # 


SONG CCCVII, 
J Hun I am fcorch'd with hot Deſire, 
In vain cold Friendſhip you return: 
Your Drops of Pity on my Fire, 
Alas! but make it fiercer burn, 
Ab! would you have the Flame ſuppreſt 
That kills the Heart it heats too faſt? 


Take half my Paſſion to your Preaſt, 


N "= 
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SONG CO . 
8 INCE the Day of 3 
That lirtle, liztle Trau, 
Tho' long it can't laſt, 
12. the 2 and 
Remorſe and pair, 
"== dach a full Glaſs —_ 
Let that of Life paſs, 
Tis made u of Trouble, 


A Storm, tho'a Bubble, 
There's no Bliſs like forgetting our Care, 


Why all this whining, 
Why all this pining, 
Love is a Folly, and Beauty i Is vain ? | 
Nothing ſo common 
As Wealth and Woman, 
To raiſe the Vapours, and ſo dull the Brais: 


To him that's merry, 
That's frolick and airy, 
Nothing is grie vous, nor nothing is ſad: 
Then rouſe up thy Spirit, 
And take off thy Claret, 
In one ſmiling Bumper a Cure vote hol | 


If Chloe fly thee, 
And fhill wu Hamgge 

Never look ſneaking, nor never reine; 
If dis ber Faſhion, 

Then ſeem moſt caſy, and deny her thine 


Let llily wooe her, | 
And cloſcly purſue her, 


Or ſhe'll prove a Tyrant, and laugh you to | 


Scom: 
When the ſcems waſpiſh, 
Coquerriſh and prudiſh, 


Then give het bet Humour, and let her be | 


gone. | 
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When next you meet her, 
Again intreat her, 

And if you find ſtill ſhe makes you her Tool, 
Ne er let it vex ye, | 
Or once perplex ye, 

She'l! ſoun repent it, and find who's the Bol. 


Then to requite he-, | 
Deſpiſe her, and {light her, 
And what you commended, as much diſcom- 
mend; 
But if Love grieve thee, 
And will not leave thec, 
| 3 love thy ſelf fizſt, and next love thy 
Friend. 
SONG CCCIX. 
| Hilſt I'm carouſing to chear up my Soul, 
Oh how I triumph to ſee a full Bowl! 
. This is the Treaſure, 5 | 
| The only Pleaſure, 3 
The Blefling that make: me rejoice and ſing. 
Thus while I'm drinking, | 
Free from dull thinking, - 
Then am I greater than the greateſt King. 


SONG CCCx. 
INCE from my dear A,irc2's Sight 
I was ſo rudely torn, | 
My Soul has never known Delight, 
Ualeſs it was to mourn, 


ta But oh, alas! with weeping Eyes 
And bleeding Heart I lic; | 
Thinking on her, whoſe Abſence tis 
That makes me wiſh to die. 


-l N z 
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SONG CCCYNXI. 


S Ariana, young and fair, | 
By Night the ſtarry Choir did tell, 
She found in Ca ſiopeia s Chair 
One beauteous Light the reſt excel: 
This happy Sta: unſeen be fore, 
Perhaps was kindled from lier Eyes, 
And made for Mortals to adore 
A. new-born Glory in the Skiss. 
On if within the Sphere it grew, 
Before ſhe gaz d, th: Lamp was dim 
But from her Eyes ite Sparkles flew 
That gave new Luſtre to the Gem. 
Bright Omen! what doſt thoa portend, 
Thou threat'ning Peauty of the Sky? 


What great, what happy Monarch's End ! 
For ſure by thee 'tis ſweet to die. 


Whether to thy fore · boding Fire 
We owe the Creſcent in dec: y] | 
Or muſt the mighty Gant expire 
A Victim to thy Geral Ray ? 

Such a Preſage will late be ſhown 
Before the World in Aſhes lies; 
But if leſs Ruin will attone, 
| Let Strephon's only Fate ſuffice, | 


 $0ONG cecxn. 


4 H X, lovely Charmer, tell me why 
So very kind, and yet ſo ſhy? 


Why does that cold, forbidding Air 
Give Damps of Sorrow and Deſpair? 
Or why that Smile my Soul ſubdue, 
And kindle up my Flames anew. 


Invain you ftrive w:th all your Arts, 
By turns to ſreeze and fre my Heart? 


tt nf 


4 
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V hen I behold a Face ſo fair, 

Sc ſweet a Look, ſo ſoft an Air, 

My raviſh'd Soul is charm'd all o'er, 
I cannot love thee leſs nur more, 


SONG CCCXIIL. 


| V HIL E gentle Partheniſſa walks, | 
Aud ſweetly ſiuiles, and gaily talks, 

A thouſaad Shafts around her fly, | 

A thouſand Swains unhecded die. 

If then ſhe Libours to be ſeen, 

With all her killing Alr and Mien, 

From ſo mueh lleauiy, ſo much Art, 

What mortal can ſecure his Heart ? 


SONG CCCXIV, 

As naked almoſt, and more fair you appear, 
Than Diana, when {; y'd „ eee we z 

Let that Stag hunter 's Fate, your Votaries here, 


We hope you're too genile io lay on. 


For he like a Fool, took a Peep, and no more, 
So ſhe gave him a large Pairof Horns, Sir: 
What Goddeſs, undteſt, ſuch NegleRt ever bore? 

Or what Woman eber pardon'd ſuch Scorns, Sir ? 


'T" : Man who with Beauty feafts only his Eyes, 

Wich the Fair always works Lis own Ruin, 
You ſhall find by our Actions, our Looks, and 

our Sighs, 

We tre unt barely contended with viewing 
SONG CCCXV. 
| H E. rolling Years the Joys reſtore, 

Which happy, happy Bei: ain knew, 
When in a Female Age before 
Beauty the Sword of Juſtice drew. 
A Ng 
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phs and Fauns, and rural Pow'rs, 
chryſtal Floods and ſhady Bow'rs, 

No more ſhall here preſide: 

The flowing Wave, and living 

Owe only to their preſent Queen 
Their Safety and their Pride. 

United Air, and Pleaſures bring, 

Of tender Note, and tuneful Strin 

All your Arts devoted are | 

'To move the Innocent and Fair : 


While they receive the pleaſin Wound, 
Echo ans A the dying Sound. 


s oON G cccxvi. 
RUEL Amynta, can you ſee 
A Heart thus torn, which you betray' d) 
Love of himſelf ne'er vanquiſh'd me, 
But thro? your Eyes the Conqueſt made, 
In Ambuſh there the Traitor lay, 
Where I was led by faithleſs Smiles, 


No Wretches are fo loſt as they, 
Whom much Security beguiles. 


SON G CCCXVII. 
D b _ as true Canverts die, 
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ut yet with fervent Thoughts inflam'd 5 


So, Faireſt, at your Feet I lie, 

Of all my Sex's Faults aſham'd. 
Too long, alas! have I defy'd 

The Force of Love's almighty Flame 
And often did aloud deride 

His Godhead, as an empty Name. 
But fince ſo freely I confeſs 

A Crime, which may your Scorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it leſs, 


By any jult aud fair Excuſe, 
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I then did vulgar Joys purſue, 
Variety was all my Blifs ; 

But ignorant of Love and you, 
How could I chuſe but do amiſs? 


If ever now — Eyes 
Search out Temptations as before; 
If once I look, but to deſpiſe 
| Their Charms, and value yours the more? 


May ſad Remorſe, and guilty Shame, 
Lr your Wrongs on Eahlel. me z 
And, what [ treinble eon to name, 


May I lose all, in loſing thee, 


SONG CCCXVIII. 

H Y all this Pride and Scorn, Miſs 7 
Your Siſter fair, tis true; | 

But till to boaſt of Charms or Wit, 
What juſt Pretence have you? 


With equal Right the livid Moon 

Might boaſt her borrow'd Light; 

And fancy, tho' the Sun ne er Wh | 
The World would think her bright. 


Look down, ye Great, whom Titles crown, 
Some Pity on her ſhew 3 
| She'd quit, (oh! do not on her frown) 
Her Friend, or G, for you. 


SONG CCCXIX. 
'T 7 Ithout AﬀeRation, gay, youthful and 


retty 3 
Without 8 familiar and witty 3 
Without Form obliging . good · natur d and free; 
Without Art, as lovely as lovely can be. | 
N 5 
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She afts what ſhe thinks, and thinks what ſhe 


ſays, 

| Regaalel alike both of Cenſure and Praiſe; 

Bur her Thoughts, and her Words, and her 
Actions are ſuch, | 

That none can admire thein, or praiſe them too 
much. | | 


SONG CCCXX. 
HEN London's famous Town 


Is almoſt left alone, 
And Peaus and Beiles retreat 
From Duns and empty Streets, | 
The feunder'd Hack, and ruſty Chaiſe, 
Runs to fair Vis dſor, the: to gaze. 


O'er Hou: ſloz2 Heath away, 
If vo (tier bids us ſtay; 
We ſoon the Hill aſcend, 
And there's our Journey's end: 
The Town Hall firſt ſalutes our Ears, 
With thund'rigg Oarhs of Greaadiers- 


The Huſtl r he's in Sight, 
Before we mc:.n to light 3 

The Barber ſpies his Prey, 
The Shoc-boy's in your way 3 
And ev'ry Sharper in the Place 
Stores us fiercely in the Face. 


Then to the Coffee - R om, 

There's Powder and Perfume; 

Whew pamper'd Minions prate 

Of Britain's happy State; 

Who Trade's Decay nor Taxes feel, 

But drink and wh—re, and cry, all's well, 


We view the Caſtle round, 


Wu Proſpedt that abound 3 


_— 


«LE Him dl e — 


[ I) 


The Sri E x. 2 


We ſee the Champions. Hal, 

And ev'cy Noble's Stall; 

Where holy Men unite in Pray'r. 

While Booted Cits eroud in to fare, 

The Mermaid, Bell and Nat, 

Our Purſes ſure make malt 3 

High Bills without controul, 

For Wine, Fiſh, Fleſh, and Foul ; 
And when we bid the Houſe fatewel, 

They hardly ring the welcome Kill, 


SONG CCCXxXI. 


As it fell on a Holy day, 
A As it fell on a Huly-day, 
And upon a Holy-ude a, 

And upon a Holy tide @. 


And when Jobs Dory to Paris was come, 
A little before the Gate a; | 
Jon Dory was fitted, the Porter was witted, 
To let him in thereat a. 


The firſt Man that Foba Dory did meet, 
Was good King fobnof Frauce 4; 
John Dory could well of his courteſic, 

But fclbdown in a Trance a, 


A Pardon, a Pardon, my Liege and my King, 
For my merry Men and tor Me a; 
And all the Chuls ia merry Euglaud, 
I'll bring them all bourd to thee a, 


And Nichol was then a Corniſh Man, 
A little beſide Bohid: a; | 
Aad he mann'd forth a good black Bark, | 
With fifty good Oars on a ſide a. | 


Run up my Boy, unto the main top, 
look what thoa cau'it ſpy 43 
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Who ho! who ho! a goodly Ship I do ſee, 
I trow it be John Dcry a. 


They hoiſt their Sails, both top and top, 
The Miſein and all was 71 az « 

And every Man ſtood to his Lot, 
Whatever ſhould betide a. 


The roaring Cannons then were ply'd ? 
And Dub a dub went the Drum a 5 
The ſounding Trumpets loud they cry'd, 
To courage both all and ſome a. | 


The grapling Hooks were brought at len 
The dons Bil, ao the Sword Fay gab, 
ohn Dory at length, for is Strength 

7 Was clapp'd faſt ander board a. he 


s ON G CCCxxIIL, 
| F AIR Maidens, O! beware 
Of uſing Men too well! 
Their Pride is all their Care, 
They only kiſs to tell. 
How hard the Virgin's Fate! 
While ev'ry way undone 
coy grow out of Date, | 
They're ruin'd, if they're won. 
SON G CCCXXIIL 
Swain untaught in Arts of Love, 
| A Whom Love cou'd ne'er {ubduey 
ſcquiovs bows, but never dies, 
Oft pleaſing views with wiſhing Eyes, 
yra aud Chloe too. 
The ſoothing Virgin, at whoſe Feet 
The Youth firſt lowly fell, : 
With courting Eyes and ſmooth Deccit 
His ev'sy O — to greet, 
And liſtens to his Tale. 


* 


— — on — 
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But Chloe ſhe a wanton Fair, 

Whoſe Beauties well prevail'd 
With wav'ring Mind oft Love deny'd, 
And if her ſecret Heart comply d, 


Now truſt me, fair one, wou'd ye wiſh 
The Swain might ceaſc to rove, | 
Of lteady Temper always be, 
From fooliſh AﬀeRation free, 
And cach with Caution love. 


Let Chloe leave affetting Pride, 

Myra from Fraud repair; | 
His Heart (believe!) howe'er it burns, 
To one of you at length returns, 

And ſeeks its Boſom there. 


SONG CCCXXIV. 
AY, all ye Friends that now are met 
Around this ſparkling Bowl, 
Does any ſad unhappy Fate 
Lag heavy on — Soul 
Does any here the Lover mourn 
Of ſome imperious Fair, 
Who treats his Offerings with Scorn, 
And kills him with Deſpair? 7? 


Or is there any weary Mind 
With Poverty ſo great, 

As keeps his Joys too cloſe conſin'd, 
In ſlaviſh of Debt? | 

If ſo, drink twice a ſingle Share, 

uick roſs the Liquor round, 

And you ſhall find that ſtupid Care 
Will preſently be 3 

ee, ſee the Bow! with pleaſing Smiles 
Invites us to a Bliſs 3 | 


_ — ͥ —̃  — — — 
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All cloudy Sorrows it beguiles, 
And flows all Hap; ineſs. 

Come join in Chorus, to the Praiſe 
Of the great God of Wine ; 

O jolly Bacchus pow'tful Cod, 
All Happineſs is thine. 


SON G CCCXXV. 


VOD Fair, who play Tricks to be fairer, 


draw near, | | 
As a Warning to tamper no more, you ſhail 
hear 
What a Prank of this kind had on? like to have 


-:-- ood; 
And the beſt in all Chriſtendom had like to have 
ST Derry down, 


All know what is good to aſſiſt the Digeſtion, 


To clear Poets Brains, and a Lady's Complexion; 


To name it vur-right, I've been told 'tis not 
clean | | 
And ue ſo dull not to know what I mean, 


A Nymph who ne'er yet work'd in Hymen's ſoft 


Yoke, 


To * 1 her Charms, once this Med'cine 


beſpoke; | | 
She's chaſte, and ſhe's fair, and a Virgin of Ho. 
nour, | 


Who lawfully wiſhes to take Man upon her. 


None hold it abſurd, that to brighten her Face, 


She ſhould think of applying a Waſh to her 


1— e 


If a fair Flower droops, to enliven the Sboot, 


You touch not the Top, but you water the Ruct, 
The thing: were all ready, the Nymph on her 


| Bed, 
Her B—— lay exalted, and low lay her Head; 
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Her Coats o'er her Neck were convenicntly 
thrown, 5 
And I wou'd, but I dare not, tell all that was 


ſhown. | 


The Maid now approaches, to begin Operation, 

No Monarch, I ween, but might cover the Sta- 
tion : | 

Laud! what are ye fumbling? ſhe cry'd, Betty, 
come, 

It you follow your Noſe, you're as ſure as a Gun, 


With your Hand try the Heat tho” before you 

| begin | 

And for G—'s ſake take care to greaſe well the 
Maclune; 

For your Thing is ſo ſtiff, and my Hole is fa 
ſmall, 


F you enter too roughly, 1 ſurely ſhall ſquall. 


Ne rerdoubt of my Caution, poor Betty reply'd, 
But lend your Hand, my dear Miſs, and chat 
| ſhall be my Guide; 

| Bliſs lent her her Hand, and M.ſs gave ber her 


Cue, 
But her Buſineſs, alas: Betty's Thing wou d not do, 


I: was ihruſt in as far as twou'd go, but in vain, 

| Miſs cry'd 1 fecl nothing, good Betty, but Pain; 
And ſuch Pain, that not more I believe would 

| have colt, | 

Were a Man on the Bcd, and my Maiden - head 

loſt. 


Lei us ofen the Bladder--the Devil, what's here? 
I {well Vincgar ſwe——ls this Betty, your care 7 
* Pray fee all we Liquor is turn'd to a Curd, | 

'Tis no Wonder the Clyſter don't prove worth 
j 212. 


2860 % Sri. 
How the old Proverb lyes, that ſays ſh-.n Luck's 


ood ! 
| Had I taken the Med'cine, t had ſurely feteh d 
z 
* ſharp is its Nature, if once that comes 
4 | 


| ere | 
1 believe it had flea'd me all round to a Hair. 


Rape, 
Then I'll try no more Tricks, but let Nature 
For it ſhan't be a Maid that pokes next in my 


So ſhe dreſt, and away to the Circle at Ct, 
'The brighteſt of ail, where the brighteſt reſorts 
Nor wanted to burrow A ſſiſtance from Art, 

To delight ev'ry Eye, and attack ev'ry Heart. 


SONG CCCXXVI. 


\ HA T care I for Affairs of State, 
Or who is Rich, or who is Great | 
How far abroad th' Ambitious roam, 

To bring both Gold and Silver home! 

What is t to me, if France or Spain | 
Conſents to Peace, or War maintain? 

1 my Taxes, Peace or W | 

A all well ar =o ny 

But mind a 22 no more 

Than any other ſcarlet Whore: 

Grant — ye Pow'rs, bot Health and Reſt, 
And let who will the World conteſt. 5 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream oh! let me keep 
My Liberty, and feed wy Sheep: 
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A ſhady Walk, well lin'd with Tres; 

A Garden with a Range of Bees; 

An Orchard which good Apples bears, 
When Spring a long green Mantle wears. 


Where Winters never are ſevere, 

Good Barley Land to make good Beer; 
With Entertainment for a Frend, 

In Peace to ſpend my latter End; 

In honeſt Eaſe, and home-.ſpun Grey, 
And let the Evening crown the Day. 


SONG CCCXxvII, 
M Y Maſters give Ear, | 
And a Story you'll hear 
Of a fine Raree-Show and a Gatter; 
Ne'er was ſeen ſuch a Sight, 
Since Tow Thumb was a Knight, 
In the Days of our noble King Arthur. 


When King George was abroad, 
| "Twas a Scaſon thought good, 
To ſhew us King Robin in Glory, 
Wich his Squires in a Row, 
And his Knights two by two, 
All as gallant as Sir John Dory. 
E'en Baronets here 
{ Humble Squires did appear, 
And Members were proud of the Station; 
And who would not be ſtill 
For the Civil- Liſt Bill, 
T' have a Place in a ſham Coronation ? 


They all walk'd, but their Prince 
Did with Riding diſpenſe, 
And with Bathing, a troubleſome Rite · a; 
For he knew twas in vain, 
They cou'd ne'er be waſh'd clean, 
Any mote than a Black-a-moor white · a. 
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In the Abbey that Da 
Men did he — pra 


3 
There was Ale, Wine, and Gln for the Rabble 


Such Doing un:lcan 
In a Church ne'er were (cen, 


Since the D. ys that old Paul's was a Stable. 


In the lile+, if you pleaſe, 
You your Bodies might caſe, 
By the Suff ring at 1-ait of your Betters. 
O Sta, hop: had'ſt thou 
Been alive but till now. | 
To bare ſeen a Jakes made of St. Peter's. 


And odd Way they all took 
Thio' a blind crooked Nook 


In the Church, for their Robes to be ſeen-a 3 


But then Scaffolds had they, 
To direct them the Way, | 
Where they {cldom or never had been-a. 


After this, they all took 
An odd Oath with the Book, 
In the Days of old Popery known-a: 
To be true all their Lives | | 
To all Women but Wives, 
To all Ladies excepting their own a. 


Which Oath, if they broke, 
Then their Sovereign s Cook 5 
Was to back off the Spurs of each Don · a.; 
But twas much if he cou'd, | 
For his Eyes muſt be good, | 
To diſcern that they had any on · a. 


Then this being done, 
To their Dinner they run, | 
With Stomachs ſo ſharp and ſo keen-a, 
Without Grace they fall to, 
As they uſed to do, 
Never minding their Chaplain the Dean. a. 


The SYREN. 283 


To the cloſing of all, 
They at Night had a Ball, 
Where their Damſels were dreſt to receive em: 
What farther was dune, 
Will be better unknown, | | 
For tis decent thai here I ſhould leave 'em. 


SONG CCCXXVIII. 


ARK! away, tis the inerry - ton'd Horn 
I Calls the Hunters all up with the Morn 3 
To the Hills and the Wood-lands they ſteer, 
To unha: bour the out lying Deer. 


CHORUS of Huntſmen, 


All the Day long 
This, this is our Song ; 
Till bollowing, 
8 And followi ngs 
So frolick and free; 
e J kr.ow no Bounds, 

* While we're after the Hounds, 

No Mortals on Earth are ſo jolly as we. 


Round the Woods when we beat how we glow] 
| While the Hills they all echo Hills ! 
With a Bounce from his Cover when he flics, 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies; 
Ard all the Day long, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or climb 
Up the Heath-breathing Mountain fublimeg 
What a Joy from our Labours we feel, 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal ? 

And all the Day long, &c. 


SONG CCCXXIX. 
Y time oh! ye Muſes, was happily ſpent, 
When Phebe went with me wherever 1 
went; 1 
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Ten thouſand ſoft Pleaſures I felt in my Breaſt, 2” 
Sure never fond Shepherd like Collin was bleſt! 1 


But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, ws 
What a marvellous Change on a ſudden 1 find! cry 
When things were as fine as cou'd poſſible be, 


I thought 'twas the Spring, but alas! it was ſhe: An 
With ſuch a Companion to tend a few Sheep, Be 
To riſe up to has. as to lie down to Wh 
I was ſo good-humour'd, ſo chearful and gay, 

My Heart was as light as a Feather all Day; 
But I now ſo croſs and ſo peeviſh am grown, Ho! 


So ſtrangely uncaſy as never was known, Wh 
My fair one is gone, and my Joys are all drown'd, 
And my Heart I am ſure it weighs more than a I T5 


Pound. 


The Fountain, that wont to run ſweetly along, 

And dance to ſoft Murmurs the Pebbles among, 

Thou know'ſt, little Cx pid, if Phebe was there, 

Twas Pleaſure to look at, twas Muſick to heat; 

But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its Side, 

And, ſtill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide 
But you be ſo chearful! why I goin Pain 7 

Peace there with your Bubbling, and hear me 

complain. 

And when Phebe and I were as joyful as they, 

How pleaſant their Sporting, how happy the 

ime, 

When Spring, Love and Bcauty were all in 

| their Prime! | 

But now in their Frolicks when by me oy gol 

I fling at their Fleeces an Handful of Graſs; 

Be ftill then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad 

To ſee you ſo merry, while I am fo 

My Dog I was very well pleaſed to ſee 

Come wagging his Tail to my fait one and mes 
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And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to the ſaid, 

Come hither poor Fellow, and patted his Head: 

But now when he's fawning , I with a ſour Look 

Cry, Sirrah ! and give him a Blow with my 
Crook ; 


And I'll give him another, for why ſhould not 


ray 
Be as dull as his Maſter, when Phebe's away? 
When walking with Phebe, what Sights have 1 


ſeen ! 


How fair was the Flow'r, bow freſh was the 
Green! 


What a lovely Appearance the Trees and the 

Shade . | 

The Corn-fields and Hedges, and ev'ry thing 
made? 

But ſince ſhe has left me, tho! all are ſtill there, 

They none of them now ſo delightful appear ; 

Twas nought but the Magick, I find, of her 


Eyes, 
Made b many beautiful ProſpeRts ariſe. | 
Sweet Muſick went with us both all the Weod 


thro”. 
The Lark, Linnet, Thruſh, and Nightingale 
too; | 
| Winds over us whiſper'd, Flocks by us did bleat, 
| And chirp went the Graſhopper under our Feet 3 
And now the is abſent, tho? till they ſing on, 
The Woods are but lonely, the Mclody's gone; 
| Her Voice is the Concert, as now I have found. 
(;ave every thing elſe its agreeable Sound. 


Roſe, what is become of thy delicate Hue? 

And where is the Violet's beautiful Blue ? 

— aught of its 1 the _— beguile? 
t Mcadow, th ifics, wh t | 

mile 2 ; 17 hey , 
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Ah ! Rivals, I ſee what it is that you dreſt, 

And made your ſclves ſine for, a Place in hey Wh 
Breaſt . I 

You put on your Colours to pleaſure her Eye, iT; 

To be pluck d by ber Hand, on her Boſom to die. C 


How ſlowly time creeps, till my Phebe return, But 
While amidſt the ſoft Zephyr's cool Breezes ! B 
burn ! 
Methinks, if I knew where about he would tread, 
I could breathe on his Wings, and twould melt 
don the Lead; 
Fly ſwiftly, ye Minutes, bring hither my D:ar, 
And reſt ſv much longer for t, when ſhe is here, 
Ah! Cullin, old Time is full of Delay, 
Nos a budge one Foot faſter for all thou can't 
ay. 
Will no pitying Power. that hears me comp lain, 
Or cure my Dif: uiet, or ſoften my Pain? 
To be eur d thou muſt, Collin thy Paflion remove, 
But what Swain is ſo filly to live without Love; 
No, Deity. bid the dear Nymph to return, 
For ne'er was poor Shepherd ſo ſadly forlorn: 
Ah! what ſhall 1 do? I ſhali die with Deſpair 
Take heed, all ye Swains, how ye love one ſo fait, 


SONG CCCXXX. 
[ HITE as her Hand, fair Julia threw 
A Ball of Silver Snow ; 
The frozen Globe fir'd as it flew, 
My Boſom felt it glow. 
Strange Pow'r of Love! whoſe great Command 
Can thus a Snowu- ball arm; | 
| When ſent, fair Julia. from thy Hand, 
Ev'a Ice it ſelf can warm. 


How ſhou'd we then ſecure our Hearts ? 
| Love's Pow't we all muſt feels 
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ho thus can by ſtrange magick Arts 
Ia Ice his Flame conceal ? 


5Tis thou alone, fair Julia, know, 
Can'ſt quench my fierce Deſire, 

But not with Water, Ice, nor Snow, 
But with an equal Fire. 


SONG CCCXXXI. 
HEN firſt I ſought fair Czli2's Love, 


And ev'cy Charm was new, 
I ſwore by all the Gods above 
To be for ever true. 


put long in vain did I adore, 
Long wept and ſigh'd in vain; 
Sie ſtill proteſted, vow'd, and ſwore ? 
| She ne'er wou'd caſe my Pain. 


At laſt, o'ercome, ſhe made me bleſt, 
And yielded all her Charms; | 
Ard 1 forſook her, when poſſeſt, 
And fled to others Arms. | 


Bt let not this, dear Cælia, now 
r, Thy Breaſt to Rage incline ; | 
For why, fince you forgot your Vowy 
Shou'd I remember mine? 


$ONG CCOxxxTnm. 
T O 2 plain, dear Youth, theſe tell - tale Eye? 


Heart your own declare; 


But, for H ake, let it ſuffice, 
You :eign triumphant there. 


Forde ar your utmoſt Pow'r to try, 
Nor farther urge your Sway z 
'reſs not for what I muſt deny, 


For fear I ſhou'd obey. 


287 
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But cou'd your Arts ſucceſsful prov 
Wou'd you a Maid undo, * 

Whoſe greateſt Failing is her Love, 
And that her Love for you. 


Say, wou'd you uſe that very Pow'e 
You from her Fondneſs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal Hour 
A Life of ſpotleſs Fame ? 


Ah! ceaſe, my Dear, to do an Ill, 
| Becauſe perhaps you may; 
But rather try your utmoſt Skill 
To ſave me, than betray. 


Be you your ſelf my Virtuc's Guard, 
Defend, and not E 

Since tis a Task for me too hard, 
To ſtrive with Love and you. 


SONG CœcxxxXIII. 


| LORINDA does at Fifty Six 

To youthful Charms lay claim, 
Saunters and liſps, plays Monkey Tricks, 
At ev'ry Heart takes Aim, 


Aukw , the net apes 

And ro 1 ber dyin ges, 28 

Aflumes Variety of Shapes, 

Yet makes, alas! no Prize. 

Toelve diff rent Airs one Hour will ſhew' 
Our ſtubborn Hearts r'engage ; 2 
Bur all theſe Arts will 2 

To blind us to her A ge. 

Fain ſhe'd avoid the heavy Curſe 

Laid onthe ancient Belle, 

Bot as ſhe has no heavy Purſe, 

She muſt lead Apes in Hell, 
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SONG CCCXXXIV. 


8 ſung with ſuch a Sweetneſs ſung, 
Alechoughe heard an Angel's Tor, 
| an . T 
And ſaw an Angel's . 8 8 
Of Beauty ſuch a winni Charm 
Such Innocence of Soul; i 
At once the coldeſt Heart may warm, 
The warmeſt may controul. | 
ou 4 — 7 | 
Canſhe (O vi Kc I be 
T o brutal Luſt a 277 Ts. 
Are theſe the Fruits of Charms divine 
O wond'rous hapleſs Maid! | 
And do the more thy Graces ſhine 
The more to be betray'd? | 
But know, O Fair ! the World's a Stage, 
And Life eel a Play 
The * * 3 9 
The changefol —4 a Day. 
How ſweetly haſt thou fill'd thy Part, 
As Caſmire's gen'rous Wife 
Be ſtill the ſame, and _ Heart 
Still ſpotleſs in thy Lite. | 
O! Scorn a Polly's tawdry Fate 
No, an be 0 poor: | 
What Gold can gild, or change the Hate 
ful Naine of Guilt or W 


Nor need'ſt thou (as I judge) be told, 
No Sums can countervail the Coſt, 


Gold) 


(Tho' Crowns or Garters give the 
Of Ianocence and Virt lo 
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SONG CCCXXXV. 


T*. me, Dorinda, why ſo gay, | 
With ſuch Embroid'ry, Fringe and Lace? 
Can any Dreſſes find a . | 
To top th* Approaches of Decay, 
And mend a ruin'd Face ? 
Wilt thou ſtill ſparkle in the Box, 
And ogle in the Ring? | 
Can'ſt thou forget thy Age and Pax ? 
Can all that ſhines on Shells and Rocks 
Make thee a fine young thing ? 


So have I ſcen in Larder dark 

Of Veal a lucid Loin, Wo 
Replete with many a bcllifh Spark, 

As wiſe Philoſophers remark, 

Ar once both ſtink and fing. 


SONG CCCXXXVI. 
eee thee, by Heavens, I eannot ſay more 
Then ſet not my Paſſion a-cooling ; 

If thou yield'ſt not at once, I wuſt e en give thee 

—_ : „ 
For I'm but a Novice at fooling. 
What my Love wants in Words, it ſhall make 

up in Deeds, 
Then why ſhou'd we waſte Time in Stuff, Child? 
A Performance, you wor well, a Promiſe excceds, 
I know how to love, and to make that Love 

But I Tas: all peoteſtin and argaing 

te all prote ing 

Had a Guddefs wy flood, the — evi lee 


I ſhe made many Words to a Bargain; 


lt 9 il ff ett 
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I'm a Quaker in Love, and but barely affirm 
Whate er my fond Eyes have been ſaying ; 
Pr'y Tm, thou ſo too, ſeek for no better 


But een throw thy Yes or thy Nay in. 


L cannot bear Love, like a Chancery Suit, 
T be Age of Patriarch depending; 
Then pluck up a Spirit, no longer be _— 
Give it one way or other an 


W the Vice o 6 phi 


Like — Grace of fanatical Sinners, | 
Where a and the Vie 


1 


SONG CCCXXXVIL 
N O longer boaſt your healing Tides | 
E. n 
They ſpend their Force in —_—_ 


While for theſe Ills Relief is found 

Which we with Eaſe endure, 

The heedloſs Patient feels the Wound 
No Mineral can cure. 


. So from the Heat the thirſty Swain 
To the freſh Fountain flies, 

ö There ſoon allays his former Pain, 

3 But of a Fever dics. 


SONG CCCXXXVIIT. 


822 Love has kindled in our Eyes 
x) A chaſte and holy Fire, 
e It were a Sin if thou or l 
Should ler its Flame 2 
2 
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What tho our Bodies never meet, 
Love's Fuel's more divine: 8 

The fixt Stars by their Twinklings greet, 
And yet they never join. 

Falſe Meteors, that ft411 change their Place, 
Tho' they ſeem fair and bright, 

Yet, when they covet to embrace, 

all down, and loſe their Light. 


If thou perceive thy Flame decay, 
Came light thy Eyes at mine; 

And when I feel mine fade away, 

I'll rake freſh Fires from thine. 


Thus then we ſhall preſerve from Waſte 
The Flames of our Deſires, | 
No Veſtals ſhall preſerve more chafte, 

Or more immortal Fires. 


SONG CCCXXXIX. 
FT*HE Lark now leaves his wat'ry Neſt, 
Aud, climbing, ſhakes his dewy Wings; 
He takes this Window for the Eaſt, 
And, to implore your Sight, he fings, 
Awake, awake, the Morn will never riſe, 
Till ſhe can dreſs her Beauties at your Eyes. 
Awake, awake, break thro' your Veil of Lawn; 
Then draw your Curtain, and begin the Dawn. 
Charming is your Face and Eyes, 

E ry Look gives freſh Surprize. 
"Tis always Night, when you're away, 
But — preſent, Urge -=<4q 
„ SONG CCCXL. 
A H! facrei Boy, defiſt, for L | 
| Comply with your refiſtleſs Art; 
Y our Arrows with ſuch Vigour fly, 
Aheady they've inflam'd wy Heart. 
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f will no more deſpiſe your Pow'r, 
But thus ſubmiſſively obey 3 
Yet, by your Favour, "was not your, 

But Cælia's Victory to day. 
For hall ſhe veil'd that charming Face, 
And you your keeneſt Darts Had ſhot, 
Your's had been the juſt Diſgrace, | 
And I'd obtain'd the ViRtor's Lot. 
Then not your Pow'r, but Chance admire, 
In having ſuch a Friend as ſhe, 
Who lent you Rays t'increaſe my Fire, 
And thus made you a Deity. 


SONG CCCXLI. 
NT MPH. 

Njurious Charmer of my vanquiſh'd Heart, 

Can'ſt thou feel Love, and yet no Pity know; 
Since, of my ſelf, from thee I cannot part, 
Invent ſome gentle Way to let me go: 
For what with Joy thou did'ſt obtain, 

And I with more did give, 
In Time will make thee falſe and vain, 
And me unfit to live. 

SHEPHERD. 85 

Frail Angel, that would ſt leave a Heart forlorn 


With vain Pretence, Falſhood therein might lie, 


Seek not to caſt wild Shadows o'er thy Scorn, 
You cannot ſooner change than 1 can dic. 
To tedious Life I'll never fall, | 
Thrown from th y dear- lov d Breaſt z 
He merits not to live at all, 
Who cares to live unbleſt. 
FOE. CHO R 8. 4 
[hen let our flaming Hearts be join d, 
While in wy de Fire, 8 
+ Eve thow prove falſe, or I unkind, 
Toget _ & 
oe 3 
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£ SONG CCCXLIT. 
15 HERE would coy Aminta run 
From a deſpairing Lovec's Story ? 
When her Eyes have Conqueſt won : 
Why ſhou'd her Ears refuſe the Glory ? 
Shall a Slave whom Racks conſtrain, 
Be forbidden to complain ? 
Let her ſcorn me, let her fly me; 
Ne er can my Heart change for Relief, 
Or my Tongue ceaſe to tell my Grief, 
Much to love, and much to pray, 
Is to Heav'n the only Way. 


SON G CCCXLIIE 
O, Della, no, what Man can range 
From ſuch ſeraphick Pleafore: 
Tis want of Charms that makes us change, 
To graſp the Fairy Treaſure : 
What Man of Senſe wou'd quit a certain Blifs 
For Hopes, and empty Poſſibilities? 


Vain Fools their ſor: Poſſe ſſions ſpend, 
Is Hopes of chymick Treaſure, 
But for their faney d Riches find 
Both Want of Gold and Pleafuce. 
Rich in my Delia, I can wiſh no more; 
The Wand rer, like the Chymiſt, muſt be pooe, 
= SON G CCCXLIV. 
| | Eauty is not what I I 
B 1 4 no ſhining 8 
Cetia has another Way, _ 
Without the Tricks of Faces: 
So our Humours ſtill agree, 
Kind Heav'n, it is enough for me, 
Mere Fruition is a Joy 
But of a Moment's laſting, 
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Fruit, that doth fo quickly clov. 
It furfeits but n A 

No true Dliſe in Love W Got 

Unleſs two Bodies ſharc one Mind. 


SONG CCCXLV. 
Indneſs hath reſiſtleſs Charms, 
| All beſides can weakly move ; 
Fierceſt Anger it diſarms, 
And clips the Wings of flying Love. 


Beauty docs the Heart invade, 

Kindneſs only can perſuade; 

It gilds the Lover's ſervile Chain, 

And makes the Slave grow pleas'd and ca. n. 


SON G CCCXLVI. 
TJ] OW wretched is the Slave to Lobe, 


Who can no real Pleaſures prove, 
For till they're mix'd with Pain: 
When not obtain'd, reſtleſs is the Deſire; 
Enjoyment puts out all the Fire, | 
And ſhews the Love was vain. 


It wanders to another ſoon, 
Wanes and increaſes, like the Moon, 

And, like her, never reſts; en: 
Brings Tides of Pleaſure now, and then of Tears, 
Makes Ebbs and Floods of ſoys and Cares, | 

In Lovers wav'ring Breaſts. 


But, ſpite of Love, I will be free, 
And triumph in the Liberty 
[ without him enjoy: | | 
I'th' worſt of Priſons I'll my Body bind. 
Rather than change my Free- born Mird 
For ſuch a fooliſh Toy. | | 
— 894 
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SONG CCCXLvir. 
IOW filly's the Heart of a Wom 
When courted by many, to fly! 
Bur when ſhe is follow'd by no Man, 
For one ſhe will languiſh and die; 


She'll Bn pe, 

Perplex ye, 5 

And all that purſue her undo. | 
SONG CCCXLVIII. 

AS cid roguiſhly one Da | 

A Had al ſtole out ode. | 

The Muſes caught the little "Ih 

And captive Love to Beauty gave. | 

The laughing Dame ſoon mifs'd her Son, 

And here and there diſtrated run; 

And till, his Liberty to gain, 

Offcr'd his Ranſom, but in vain 

The willing Pris'ner hugs his Chain, 

And vows he'll nel er be free ag un · 


SONG CCCXLIX. 


8 IN c E you will needs my Heart poſſeſs, 


*Tis juſt to you I firſt confeſs 
The Faults to which tis given: 
It is to change much more inclin'd 
Than Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or aught that's under Heaven. 
Nor will I hide from you this Truth, 
It has been, from its very Youth, 
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A moſt egregious Ranger: 
And fince from me t tide fled, 
With whom it was born and bred, 
"Twill ſcarce tay with a Stranger. 


The Black, the Fair, the Grey, the Sad, 

(Which often made me fear twas mad) 
Wich one kind Look cou d win it ; 

So nat'rally it loves to range, | 

That it has left Succeſs for Change, 
And, what's wonſe, glories in it. 


Oft, when I have been laid to Reſt, 

'T wou'd make me aR like one poſſeſt, 
For ſtill 'twill keep a Pother; 

And tho? you only I eſteem, 

Yer it A in a Dream 

Court and enjoy another. 

After theſe Truths that I have ſaid. 
To take this azrant Rover; 

Be not diſpleas'd, if I proteſt, 

I think the Heart within your Breaſt 

Will prove juſt ſuch another. 


GONG CCCL. 


k A Y Chloe, why d'ye ſlight me, by 
Since all you ask you have t 
No more with Frowns affright me 
Nor uſe me like a Slave, 
Good-Nature to diſcover, 
Uſe well your faithful Lover ; 
I'll be no more a Rover, 


But conſtant to my Grave. 


Could we but change Condition 
My Gricfs would al 5 flown z 
ns 


* 0 
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Poor I the kind Phyfician, 

And you the Patient grown. 
All own you're wond'cous pretty, 
Well-ſhap'd and a fo witty ; 
Enforc'd by gen'rous Pity, 

Then make wy Caſe your own, 

The Pow'rs who kindly gave us, 
 _ Andform'd our Shape and Mind, 
Too ſurely would enſlave us, 
Were they like you inelin' d: 

Then Goodneſs be your Duty, 
Or I muſt bid adieu t'ye; 
Let them, with all your Y, 
Be merciful and kind. 
The filver Swan, when dying, 
Flas moſt melodious Lays, 

Like him, when Liſe is flying, 

In Songs I'll end my Days: 
But know, thou cruel Creature, 
My Soul ſhall mount the fleeter, 
And I ſhall oo ſweeter, 
By watbling forth your Praiſe. 


SONG CCCLT. 


H OW bleft are Lovers in Diſgmſe i 


Like Gods they ce, 
; As I do thee, ; 
- Unſeen by human Eyes: 
5 Expos'd to View, 
I'ma hid from you; 
I'm alter'd, yet the ſame; 
| The Dark conceals me, 
Love zeveals me, 
Love, which lights me by its Flame. 
Were you not falſe, you me wou d know ; 
For, tho' your Eyes Rs 
| Cou'd nor deviſe, 
Your Heart had told yon ſo: 
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Your Heart wou'd beat 
With cager Hear, 
And me by Sympathy wov'd find: 
rue Love might ſee 
One chang'd like me; 
Falſe Love is only blind. | 
8 $ONG CCCLi. 
E beauteous Ladies of this Land, 
| Who are ſo wond'rous charming fair, 
That Foreigners do underſtand 
You ſomething more than Mortals are, 
I mean now w lay before ye 
All the Tale of a Soldier's Glory, 
Th' attacking, and hacking, aud backing, 
And thwacking of Monſienr, . 
And make him prove a vain Bouncer , 
All this will a Soldier do for Love. 


A beauteous Miſtreſs is the Word 

That makes a Soldier draw his Swurs , 

The worſt of Dangers he will prove, 

To be endeat d with Nights of Lore: 

What did we our Blades anſheathe for, 

And fo often venture Death for, 88 | 
In Brabant, at Bruges, at Bruſſels, or Ghent, 
Gn Rawilly, at iſte, at Tourvay, at Pens 


my 
At Doways Bethune, St. Vincent, and 4::, 
And many more 'Towns I want Breath for? 
All this will a Soldier do for Love. 
When wounded by the fair one's Ee, 
In War he may his Safety boaſt, £ 
Bat there's rio Amour gainſt a Toaſt 
When ſhot by ſome dear iver, 
Falling down into 8 Fever, , 
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His Heart like a Dram, 

Beats come, come, come, 

Come to my Arms, 

I'm murder d by your Charms; 

All this will a Soldier do for Love. 


But glorious Anne, compleating all 

The Balance of this mighty Ball, 
Has doubly honour'd a Soldier's Life. 
By being a noble Soldier's Wife: 
Fair Ladies, it can't be newt'ye, 

| That your Beauty ſpurs us to Duty 3 

 Admiring, defiring, Love firing, 

Inſpiring the Brave 100, 

Makes us defy a Grave too, 

For ſuch a Reward hath a Soldier's Life. 


8 O cccuv. 

He. | Bret = an idle childiſh Paſſion, 
Only fir for Girls and Boys; 

| Marriage is a curſed Faſhion, 

— Women arc but fooliſh Toys. 


Wm =. WA 
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Spight of all the tempting Evils, 


Still thy Liberty maintain; 
Tell em, tell the pretty Devils, 
Man alone was made to reign. 


She. Empty Boaſter ! know thy Duty, 
Thou who dar'ſt my Pow'r defy 1 
Feel the Force of Love and Beauty, 
Tremble at my Feet and die. 
Wherefore does thy Colour leave thee ? 
Why theſe Cares upon thy Brow ? 
Did the Rebel, Pride, deceive thee ? 
Ask him, who's the Monarch now 


8s ON G CCCLV. 
OOR ſighing Damon courts in vain 
The blooming Sylvia's Love; 
To ev'ry Stream he tells his Pain 
His Care to ev'ry Grove, 
Whilft render Sy[via's panting Breaſt 
For ſcoruful Acron burns, | 
Proud Acros {lights her fond Requeſt, 
And all her Favour ſcorns. © 
Let ev'ry Nywph that flights her Swain, 
Still meet with Jyloia s Fate; F 
And, when ſhe feels her Lover's Pain, 
Her own Example hate. 


soON G cccLvti. 
NCE I lov'd a charming Creature, 
But the Flame with which I burn 
Is not for cach tender Feature, | 
Nor for her Wit and ſprightly Turn, 
But for her Down, down, derry down, 
But for hes Down, down, derm down. 
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On the Graſs I ſaw her lying, 
6 — _ V aiſt, 
n her e lay complyi 
With her lovely Body lacs, 
Under my Down, &c. 


But the Nymph being Tour N tender, 


Cou d not bear the 
Still unwilling to ſurrender, 
Call'd Mamma to take the Part 
Of her Down, &c. | | 
Out of Breath, Mamma came running, 
To prevent poor Nancy's Fate; 
But the Girl, now grown more cunning, 
Cry'd, Mamma, you're come too late, 
For I am Dcwn, &c. | 


. SONG CCCLVI.. 


| Rntle Air, thou Breath of Lovers, 
| Vapour from a ſeeret Fire, 
Which by thee irſelf diſcovers, 


| Softeſt Note of whiſper'd Anguiſti, 
Harmony's refined Part, 5 
Striking, while thou ſeem'ſt to languiſh, 
Pull upon the Liſtner's Heart. | 
Safeſt Meſſenger of Paſſion | 
Stealing thro' a Croud of 2 
Who e n the outward Faſhion, 
Cloſe the Lips, and guard the Eyes. 
 Shapeleſs Sigh, we ne'r can ſhow thee, 
orm'd but to aſſault the Ear; | 
Yet, ere to their Coſt they know thee, 


Ev'ry Nymph may tead thee hee. 


] 
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SONG CCCLVIIL 
ROM fifteen Years fair Chloe wiſh'd, 
She dreamt and figh'd in van 
And hardly knew her Virgin Thoughts 
Were hankering after Man. 
"Twas long'd before the harmleſs Maid. 
Gueſs'd whence her Paſſion grew, 
But when ſhe had her ſelf ſurvey'd, 
The ſecret Cauſe ſhe knew. 


To Fove ſhe thus her ſelf addreſs'd, 
And humbly begg'd his Aid; 

He kindly lent a lilt'aing Ear, 
While thus the Proſtrate ſaid : 


Grant me, great Jove, a Husband, rich 
Gy, 1 kind and young, * 

A Churchman hor, a Tory true, 
And to his Party ſtrong. 

No Grudge the God bore to the Maid, 
He therefore thus did grant 

Be match'd, for Life, to an old Whigg 
Of Merit and of Want. | 


Fntag d, the Nymph to Venus fled, 
Who eas d the Devotee, 

And yoak'd her to a jolly Swain, 

From Want and Pany free. 


SONG CCCLIX. 
| 3 0 EL D M & N. | 
H Y ſo cold ? and why ſocoy? 
What I want in Youth and Fire, 
1 | . 
To my Arms, my Love, m | 
Why fo cold; 4 why A* 


0 WOM A 
"Tis Sympathy wit 3 
Tast, 


You ate cold, m ſo too, 


The S8 rn u. 
OLD MAN. 


yo 


My Years alone have froze my Blood: 
Vonbfel Heat in Female Charms, 

Glowing in my aged Arms, 
Wou'd — it down once more into a Flood, 


Wamin, that lh Pihite are laws alne 4. 
To make a Virgin know 
| There's Fire wichin the 


Stone, | 
Some manly Steel muſt boldly ſtrike the Blow, 


OLD- MAN. 


: 8 
7 m Man, and ſtill am bold; 
You'll find Ten: ſtrike, tho' old: 


I only want your Aid to raiſe my Arms, 
Who talks of Charms ? who talks of Aid? 
TI bring an Arm 
To rouze the Fire thar's in a flioty Maid. 
| Retire, old Age, 
| Behold! the Tes chi Springs 
Here, kere's a Torch to k 
When Women have what they deſire, 
| They're neither cold nor coy. 
| OT an Angel dwels above 
| Half ſo fair as her I love; 
If ſhe ſmiles, I'm bleſt indeed; 
If the frowns, I'm quickly fred: 


YOUTH. 
That wants no Charm; 
— Winter be gone 
To wy Arms, my Love, my Joy 3 
SON G CCCLX; 
Heaven knows how ſhe'll reccive me: 
* 9 
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None can love her more than I, 

Yet ſhe ne'cr ſhall make me die. 
If my Flame can never warm her, 

Laſting Beauty I'll adore, 

I ſhall never love her more, 


Cruclty will ſoon deform her. 


SON G CCCLXL. 
E LL me, Aurelia, tell me, pray, 
How long muſt Damon ſue ? 
Prefix the Time, and I'll obey, 


With Patience wait the happy Day 
That makes me ſure of you. 


The Sails of Time my Sighs ſhall blow, 
And make the Minutes glide z 

My Tears ſhall make the Current flow, 
And ſwell the haſting Tide. 


The Wings of Love ſhall fly ſo faſt, 
My Hopes mount ſo ſublime, | 
The Wings of Love ſhall make more haſte 
Than the ſwift Wings of Time. 


SONG CCCLXI.. 

T*H 4. qo ary aappointed by the Fair, 

And leaves me dead 5 
With Anguiſh and Deſpair. 


My flatter'd Hopes their Flight did make 
ith the appointed Hour; | 
None can the Minutes paſt o'crtake, 
And nought my Hopes reſtore, 


Ceaſe your Plaints, and make no Moan, 
Thou ſad repining Swain; | 
Altho' the fleeting Hour be gone, 
The Place does ſtill remain. 
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The Place remains, and ſhe may make 
Amends for all yout Pain; 

Her Preſence can paſt Time o'ectake, 
Her Love your Hopes regain. 


SONG CCCLXII.. 
INC E, Celia, tis not in our Pow 
To tell how long our lives may laſt, 
Begin to love this very Hour, 
ouꝰ ve loſt too much in what is paſt, 
For ſince the Pow'r we all obey | 
Has in your Breaſt ny Heart confin'd, 
Let me my Body to it lay; | 
In vain you part what Nature join d. 
8 ON G CCCLXIV. 
) Rinces that rule, and Empire ſway, 
Huw tranſitory is their State 
rrows the Glories do allay, GS 
And richeſt Crowns have greateſt Weight, 
The mighty Monarch Treaſon fears, 
Ambitious Thoughts within him rave 
His Life all Diſcontents and Cares 3 
And he at beſt is bur a Slave. 


 Vainly we think with fond Delight 
To ceaſe the Burden of our Cares; 
Each Grief a ſecond does invite, 
And Sorrows ate each others Heirs. 
For me, my Honour ['l] maintain, 
t, generous, and brave; 
And when I Quietude would gain, 
At leaſt, I it in the Grave. 


S8 ONG CCCLXV. 
P HOEBUS, now ſhort'ning ev'ry Shade, 
d 


Up to the Northern Tropick came, 
thence beheld a lovely Maid 
| Attending on a Royal Dame. 


The STRn. 
The Cod laid down his feeble Rays, 


Then lighted from his cophony only | 


But fenc'd his Head with his own Bays, 
Before he could the Nymph approach. 


Under thoſe ſacred Leaves ſecure 
From common mh aqhe3 of the Skies, 
He fondly thought he might endure 
The Flaſhes of Ardelia's Eyes. 


The 2 who oft had read in Books 
Of that bri 

Soon knew Apollo by his Looks, 
And gueſs d his Bus'acſs ere he ſpoke. 


He, in the old celeſtial Cant 


Confcls'd his Flame, and ſwore by Styx, | 


Whate'er ſhe would deſite, to grant 

Bat wiſe Ardelia knew his Tric ks. 
Ovid had warn'd her to beware 

Of ſcroling Gods, whoſe uſual Trade is, 
Under Pretence of taking Air, 

To pick up Sublunary Ladies. 


Howe'er, ſhe gave no flat Denial, 
As having Malice in her Heart; 
And was reſolv'd upon a Trial 
To cheat the God in his own Art. 


Hear my Requeſt, the Virgin ſaid, 
Let which I pleaſe of all the Nine 
Attend, whene'er | want their Aid, 


Obey my Call, and only mina 


By Vow oblig'd, by Paſſion led, 
The God could nut refuſe her Prayer: 
He wav'd his Wreath thrice o'er her Head, 
Thrice mutrer'd ſomething to the Air. 


And now ke thought to ſeize bis Due, 
But ſhe the Charm already try d; 


ght God whom Bards invoke, | 


30% 


308 Te Syn „. 
Thalia heard the Call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelia's Side. 


Ona Sight of this celeſtial Prude, 
thought it vain to ſtay, 
Nor in her Preſence durſt be rude, 
But made his Leg, and went away. 


He hop'd to find ſome lucky Hour, 


When on their Queen the Muſes wait; 


But Pallas owns Ardelia's Pow'r 
Frier Vows divine are kept by Fate. 
Then full of Rage Apollo ſpoke 
ee d d I foe hy Kee, 
And tho I can't my Gift revoke, 
I'll difappoint its noble Part. 


Let ſtubborn Pride poſſeſs thee long, 
And be thou negligent of Fame; 
With ev'ry Muſe to grace thy 

May 'ſt thou deſpiſe a Poets Name. 


Of Modeſt Poets be thou firft, 
To ſilent Shades repeat thy Verſe, 
Till Fame and Echo almoſt burſt, 
Let hardly date one Line rehearſe. 


_ — 1 eance to compleat, 


ſcend to take Renown, 
Prevail'd on by the Thing you hate, 


A Whig, and one that wears a Gown. 


SONG CCCLXVL 
WAY, away, 
| A We've crown'd the Day; 


Hounds are ning Ge their Prey: 


The Huntſman's 
Invites you all; 


Come in, Boys, while you may. 


The roſie _—_ 
With Harmon deep-mouth'd Hounds 
Theſe, th „ 12 9 
Arc heav'nly Joys, 
A Sportſman's Fleaſure knows no Bounds, 
The Horn ſhall be 
The Husband's Fee, 
And let him take it not in Scorn ; 
The brave, the Sage, 
In ev'ry Age, a 
Have not diſdain'd to wear the Horn. 


SONG CCCLXVIL. 
A LIA, hoard thy Charms no m 
Beauty's like the Miſer's Treaſure, 
Still che vain Poſſeflor's poor, 
What are Riches without Pleaſure ? 
Endleſs Pains the M ſer takes 
To encreaſc his Heaps of Money; 
Lab'ting Bees his Pattern makes, 
Yet he fears to taſte his Honey. 
Views, with aching Eyes, his Store, 
Trembling, leſt he chance to loſe it, 
Pining ill for want of more, | 
Tho? the Wretch wants Pow r to uſe it. 
calia thus, with endleſs Arts, 
Spends her Days, her Charms improving, 
Lab'ring ſtill to conquer Hearts | 
Yet ne'er taſtes the Sweets of Loving : 


Views, with Pride, her Shape, her Face, 

Fancying ſtill ſhe's under Twenty ; 
Age brings Wrinkles on _ | 

/hile ſhe Qarves with all her Plenty. 
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Soon or late they both will find, 
Time their Idol from them ſevere ; 
He muſt leave his Cold behind, 
Lock'd within his Grave for ever. 


Celia's Fate will ftill be worſe, 
When her fading Charms deccive her, Ti 
Vain Defire will be her Curſe, | 
When no Mortal will relieve her. 
Celia, hoard thy Charms no more, | 
Beauty's like the Miſer's Treaſure : 
Taſte a little of thy Store 3 | A 
What is Beauty without Pleaſure ? 


SONG CCCLXVIII. l 
T7) OR many unſvcceſsful Years | 
At Cynthia s Feet 1 lay, | 
Bathing them often with my Tears; 
I figh'd, but durſt not Fray. 
No proſtrate Weetch, before the Shrine 
| ſome lov'd Saint above 
E'*er thought bis Goddeſs more divine, 
Or 22 awful Love. 
Still rhe diſdainful Nymph look 'd down, 
Wich coy inſulting Pride, The 
Receiv'd my Paſſion with a Frown, 
Or turn d her Head aſide. 
Then Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear, 
Uſe more iling Charms, 
You modeſt whining Fool, draw near, 
And claſp her in your Arms. 
With cager Kiiles tempt the Maid, 
From Cynthia s Peet depart, 
The Lips he briskly muſt invade, 
That wov'd poſſeſs the Heart. 
With that, 1 ſhook off all the Slave, 
My better Fortunes try d, 
Wien Cynthia in a Moment gave 
What ſhe u Years deny d. 
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SONG CCCLXIX. 

IND Ariadne, drown'd in Tears, 

Upbraids the faithleſs Grecian Chief, 
Till Bacchus, jolly God, appears, 

And heals her Woe, and lulls her Grief. 
The Moral of this Tale implies, 

When Woman yields her Virgin Store. 
Away the ſated Lover flies, 

New Mines of Pleaſure to explore. 
A while ſhe trics each Female Snare, 

The loud Reproach, the ſullen Grief , 


But tir'd at * with fruitleſs Care, 
Flies to the Bottle for Relief. 


SONG CCCLXX. 
OW bicſ'd he a | | 
That revels loves out his happy 
Years, 


That fiercely ſpurs on till he finiſh his Race, 

And, knowing Life's ſhort, chuſes living a- pace! 

To Cares we were born, twete a Folly to doubt 
itz 

Then love and rejoice, there's no living without 


it. | 
But as Fate approaches, the Brave ſtill are bolder 3 
The Joys of Love with our Youth ſlide away, 
Bur yet theze arc Pleaſures that never decay: 


When — grows dull, and our Pa ſſiuns gro- 
cold, 


Wine full keeps its Charms, and we drink when 
we re old. 

SO N G CCCLXXT. 
H O' envious Old Age ſeems in part to im- | 


| pair me, 
And makes me the Sport of the wanton and 
871 
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| Brisk Wine ſhall recruit, as Life's Winter ſha 


wear me, 


And I Riill have a Heart to do what I may. 


Then, Venus, beſtow me ſome Damſel of 
As Bacchus ſhall lend me a eheriſhing Go ; Y 
To Selena the Great they ſhall both pay thei 


ny 1 L 
ot claſp the Bottle, and then claſp the 


| The Laſs and the Bottle, 
We'll een claſp the Bonde, and thea el. y te i Þ 


SON G CCCKAXXII. 
S AD Macidora, all in Woe, 
0 


A filent Grotto ſeeks; 
more her ſelf on Plains does ſhow? 
But mourning, thus ſhe ſpeaks: 
Why was I born of high Degree ? 
An humble Shepherdeſs | 
Had been far happier for me, 
T Than all this gaudy Dreſs. 

A ſumptuous Palace full of Joy, 
TDo me a Dungeon is; s 
And all That Mirth does me annoy, 

Who know no Thought of Bliſs: 
Then, wrapt in Grief, the lovely Maid 
Retir'd all che Throng, 
And on a Bank reclin'd her 9 
While Tears tan trickling, trickling down, 
SONG CCCEXXIII. 


\ Lovely Lafs to a Fryar came, 
n 


To confeſs in a 2 2 | 


what, my Dear, are you t 
Now tell to me ſincerely, 
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I have done, Sir, what I dare not name, v 
With a Man that loves me dearly . 


The greateſt Fault in my ſelf I know 
Is what I now diſcover 
You for that Crime to Rome muſt go, 
| And Diſcipline mnſt ſuffer, 
Lack-a-day, Sir, if it muſt be fo, 
Pray ſend with me my Lover. 


No, no, my dear, you do but dream, 
We'll have no double Dzalirg ; 

But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, 

I' pardon your paſt Failing. 

I muſt own, Sir (but I bluſh 655 Shame) 
That your Penance is prevailing. 


SONG CCCLXXIV. 


A $ Sparabella 2 lay, 

Al dreary Shade along, 

Wich woful Mood, the Love-loru Maid 
Thus wail'd in plaining Song. 

The Tears forth ſtreaming from her Eyes, 
Ado wu her Cheeks faſt flow; 

Her Eyes, which now no longer ſhige, 
Her Cheeks no longer glow, 


Ah, well-a-day ! Does C:!lin then 
Make Mock of all my Smart ? 
Has he ſo ſoon forgot his Vows, 
Which won my Maiden Heart ? 
Ah, witleſs Dawlel! why did L 
So ſoon my ſelf refign ? 
Ah! why did'ſ thou, falſe Shepherd, fay 
Thy Heart ſhou'd ſtill be mine ? * 
Oh ! Collin, Collin, call to mind 
What you to me did ſay, 
* 
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As ve in yonder Field were laid 
Beneath the cocking Hay; 
Whilſt tenderly I ſtroak' d thy Cheeks, 
My Apron o'er thee ſpread, | 
Snarch'd haſty Kiſſes from thy Lips, ' 
And lull'd thy leaning Head. 


Did you not ſwear, that Hounds ſhou'ld firſt q 
ith tim'rous Hares unite ; 
| | The Fox with Geeſe, with Lambs, the Dog; 4 
1 And with the Hen, the Kite: . 
1 The Moon (that roves like thee) ſnou'd fail: 
The Stars, benighted prove; i 
The Sun (that burns like me) ſhou'd ceaſe 
To ſhine, ere thou to love ? 


Oh ! then let wide Confufion reign, 
The Hound with Hares unite ; 
The Fox with Geeſe; with Lambs, the Dog; 
| And with the Hen, the Kite: 
Thon Sun, no more with Glory ſhine; 
Ye Stars, extinguiſh'd be; | 
Drop down, thou Moon, and fall to Bach, 
or Collin's falſe to me! ES | 
The Damſel thus, with Eyes brimful, 
. Rehears'd her piteous W s; 
When ſhe percciv'd her fauing Life 
Draw near, alas! its Cluſe. 
Bur firſt, fore warn d by me, poor Maid! 
Ah ! Maid nu more, ſhe cry d, 85 
Ye Laſſes all, ſhun flatt ring Swains; 
Then clos'd her Eyes and dy d. 


SONG ccclxXx v. In 
A* the Shepherd's mournſul Fate, 


hen doom'd to love, and doom'd t 
languithy NY 


* 
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To bear the coounfuf Vie one's Hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his Anguiſh. 


Yet eager Looks, and dying Sighs 
My ſecret Soul — ct | 
While Rapture trem thro” mine Eyes, 
Reveals how mwh I Goes her, , 
The tender Glance, the red'ning Check, 
O'erſ * with riſing —_ 
A thouſand various Ways t | 
A thouſand various Wins, 2g 
For oh! that Form ſo heav'nly fair, 
Thoſe languid Eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling 
That artleſs Bluſh, and modeſt Air, 
Thy ev'ry Book, and ev'ry Grace, 
90 whe Ao whene'er I 4 thee 
Till Death o'ertake me in the Chaſe, 
Still will my Hopes purſue thee. 
Then when my tedious Hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt Bleſſing given, | 


Low at thy Feet to breathe my 
And die in ſight of Heaven. 


SONG CCCLAXYL 


FYHLORIS esel I now muſt g6: 
For if with thee I longer ſtay, ; 


Thy Eyes prevail upon me ſo 
ſhall prove blind, and loſe my way: 
Fame of thy Beauty, and thy Youth, 
Among the reſt me hither brought : 
Finding this Fame fall ſhort of Truth, 
Made me ſtay longer than I thought, 
2 


3 
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For I'm engag'd by Word and Oat 

A Notes. 2 Will: 2 

Yet, for thy Love, I'd forfcit both, 
Could I be ſurcto keep it till, 


But what afſurance can I take? 
When thov, forcknowing this Abuſe, 
For ſome more worthy Lover's ſake, 


May 'ſt leave me with ſo juſt Excuſe, 


For thou may'ſt ſay, twas not thy Fault, 
That thou didft thus inconſtant prove 3 


Being by my Example taught 


Io break thy Oath, to mend thy Love. 


No, Chleris, no: I will return, 
And raiſe thy Story to that height, 
That Strangers ſhall at Diſtance burn; 
And ſhe diftruſt me reprobate, 


SONG CCCLXXVII. 
A T. lovely Dream! where coud'ſt thou find 


„ Shades to counterfeit that Face? 
Colours of this glorious kind 
Come not from any mortal Place. 


In Heav'n it ſelf thou ſure wer't dreſt 
With that Angel-like diſguiſe: 
Thus deluded am I bleſt, 
And ſee my Joy with cloſed Eyes, 
But ah! this Image is too kind 
To be other than a Dream: 


Cruel Sacłariſſa s Mind 
Ne'er put on that ſweet Extreme 


Fair Dream ! if thou intend'ſt me Grace, 


Chan ge that heav'nly Face of thine, 
Paint deipis'd Love in thy Face, 
And make it to appear like mine: 


® aw 
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Pale, wan, and meagre let it look, 
V\ ith a Pity-moving Shape 
Such as wander by the Block 
Of Lethe, or from Cra ves eſcape. 


Then to that maichleſs Nymph appear, 
In whoſe Shape thou ſhincit ſoz, 
Softly in her ſleeping Ear 
With humble Words ex preſ my Woe. 


Perhaps from Greatneſs, State, and Pride, 
Thus 4 ſhe may f. AI: 

Sleep does Diſproportion hide, 

And, Death reſembling, eqvals all. 


SONG CCCLXXVIEL 


TA. Phebus, ſtay! : 
The World to whith you fly ſo faſt, 
Conveying Day 
From us to them, can pay your haſte 
With ro ſuch Object, nor ſalute your Riſe 
Wich no ſuch Wonder, as de Moruay's Eyes, 


Well does this prove 
The Tenor of thoſe antique Books, 
Which made you move 
About the World: Her charming Looks 
Would fix your Beams, ani make it ever Day, 
Did not the rowling Earth ſnate h ler away. 


SONG CcœLXXIX 


HLO RIS, 'twill be for cithe:'s Ret, 
Truly to know each other's Breaſt: 
Tü make th' 4 Part of mine 
{parent as | would have thine. 
228 if you will deal but ſo with me, 
We ſoon ſhall part, ox ſoan agree, 


P 3 


—— . . — l——'ö — 
* 
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Know then, tho' you were twice as fair, 
If it could be, as now you are 


And tho' the Graces of your Mind 
Wich reſembling Luſtre ſhin'd - 


Vet if you love me not, you'll ſee 
Il value thoſe as you do me. 


Tho'I a thouſand Times had ſworn 
My Paſſion ſhould tranſcend your Scorn, 
And that your bright — Eyes 
Create a Flame that never dies; 

Yet if to me you prove untrue, 


Thoſe Oaths ſhould turn as falſe to you, 


If I vow'd to Love for Hate, 
"Twas 1 e meer Deceit 3 
Or that my Flame ſhould deathleſs prove, 
*T vas but to tender ſo your Love: 
| I vragg d as Cowards uſe to do 
Of Dangers they'll ne er run into, 


And now my Tenets I have ſhow'd, 

If you think them too great a Load; 

T' attempt your Change, were but in rain, 

The Conqueſt not heing worth the Pain. 
With them I'll other Nymphs ſubdue 3 
Tis too much to loſe Time and you, 


SONG CCCLXXS. 


JF Mpatient with Deſire, at laſt 
I ventur'd to lay Forms aſide, 

Twas T was Modeſt, not ſhe Chaſt, 

The Nymph, as ſoon as ask d, comply d. 
Wich am rous Awe a filent Fool, 

I gaz d upon her Eyes with Fear: 
Speak, Love, how came your Slave ſo dull, 

To tead no better thete? | 


. 


7 
L 
'I 
VS 
L 
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Thus to our ſelves the teſt F 
Altho' the Fair be vell inch d, 

For want of Courage to propoſe. 
By our own Folly, ſhe's unkind, 


SONG CCCLXXXLI, 


H O' I'm a Man in ev'ry Part, 
And much inclin'd to Change 3 
Yet I muſt ſtop my wand'ring Heart, 
When it deſires to range. 


1 muſt indeed my Cel;2 love: 
Altho' I have enjoy'd, 

And make that Bliſs ſtill pleaſant prove, 
With which I have been cloy' d. 


I muſt that Fair one Juſtice do, 
I muſt ſtill conſtant be: 

For 't were un kind te be untrue, 
While ſhe is true to me. 


Then, Cupid, I muſt teach you how 
To make me ſtil} her Slave: | 

That Food to make me reliſh now, 
Which once a Surfeit gave. 


Yon muſt, to play this Game at firſt, 
Some Jealouſy contrive ; | 

That ſhe may vow [ am the worſt, 
And falſeſt Man alive. 


Let her in Anger perſevere, 
Be Jealous as before; 

Till I begin to huſf, and Swear 
I'll never ſee her more. 


Then let her uſe a little Art, 
And lay aſide ker Frown ; | 
Let her ſome am'rous Glances dart, 
To bring my — IE 

| « 4 


320 The S YT RAI. 


Thus whilſt I am again on Fire, 
Make me renew my Pain: 
Make her conſent to my Deſire, 
And me ſtill hug my Chain. 
SONG CCCLXXXIIL. 
F Sigh'd and I writ, | 
| And employ'd all my Wit, 
And ſtill pretty Sylvia — 4 5 
ug t, 


Ws. 


Tas Virtue | tho 
And became ſuch a Sor, 
I ador'd her the more for her Pride. 


Till mask'd in the Pit, | 
My coy Lucrece I met, 
A Croud of gay Fops held ber Play, 
So brisk and ſo free, * 
With her ſmart Repartee, 
I wascur'd, and went bluſhing away. 


Poor Lovers miſtake 
| The Addreſſes they make 
With Vows to be Conſtant and True, 
Tho' all the Nymphs hold 
For the Sport 7 is old, 
Yer their Play-mates muſt ever be new. 


Each new T 
| They would die * 
And then for a Newer they pine; 
But when they perceive 
Others like what they leave; 
They will cry for their Bauble again. 


SON G CCCLXXXIII. 
A Maiden of late, 3 
| Whoſe Name was ſweet Kate, 
She dweltin London near Alderſpate ; 


Now liſt to my Ditty, declare it I can, 
She wou'd have a Cond withvat help of a Nn. 
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To a Doctor ſhe came, 
| A Man of great Fame, 
Whole oy Skill in Phyſick Report did proclaim: 
Quoth ſhe, Mr. Doctor, ſhew me if you can, 
How I may Conceive without help of a Man. 
Then liſten, quoth he 
Since ſo it mult be, | 
This * ſtrange Med cine I'll ew pre- 
ſenily 

Take nine Pound of Thundes, ſix Legs of a 
Swan, | 

And you ſhall Conceive without help of a Man, 
The Wood of a Frog, | | 
The Juice of a Log, 

Well parboil'd together in the Skia of a Hog, 

With the Egg «f a Moon-Calf, if get it you can, 

And you ſhall Conceive without help of a Man, 


The Love of falſe Harlots, 
The Faith of ſalſe Varlets, | 
With the Truth of Decoys that walk in theilt 
Scarlets, 
With Feathers of Lobſter well fry'd in a Paz. 
And you ſhall Conceive vichaor help of a Mana. 


Nine Drops of Rain 
Brought hither from Spain, es 
Wich the Blaſt of a Bellows quite over the Mair, 
With eight Quarts of Brimitone brew'd in 3 
| Beer Can, 
And you ſhall Conceive without belp of a Man. 


Six Pottles of Lard : 
Squeez'd from a Rock hard, | 
With nine Turkey Eggs, each as long as a Yard, 
wor a Pudding of Hail- tones well bak's in 
a Tan. | it 
And you ſhall W without bel of a Mans 
5 
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Tlieſe Med' cines are good, 
And approved have ttood, 


Well temper'd together with Pottle of Blood 
Sguzez'd from a Graſhopyer and the Nail of a 


Swan, 
— Maids Conccive without help of a 
an. | | | 


SON G CCCLXXXIV. 


1 N Laucafhire, where I was born, 

| And many a Cuckold bred; 

1 had not been marry'd a Quarter of a Year, 

Baut the Horns grew on my Head | 

Il ith hei the To? bent, and hei the Toe bent; 
Sie Piercy is under th: Line ; | 
Cd ſa ve the Earl of Shrewsbury, 
For he's a gocd Triend of mine. 


' Doncaſter Mayor, he firs in a Chair, 

His Mills they merrily go, - 
His Noſe it doth ſhine, with drinking of Wine, 

Tlie Gout is in his great Toe. 1 


But he that will fiſn for a Lancaſter Laſs, 
Ar any Time or Tide, | L 
Muſt bait his Hook with a good Egg Pie, 
And an Apple with a red ide. 


He that Gallops his Horſe on Blackſtone-edge, 
By chance may catch a Fall; 
My Lord Mounteagle's Bears be dead, 
is Jack-an-Ap*s and all, 


At Shipton in Craven there's never a Haven, 
Let many a time foul Weather; 
He that will notlye a fair Woman by, 
I wiſh he were hang'd in a Leatker, 


My Lady has loſt her left Leg Hoſe, 
So has ſhe doue both ber Shoon ; 
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She'll earn her Breakfaſt before ſhe riſc, 
She'll lye elſe a. Bed till Noon, 


Joane M altone's Croſs is of no force, 
Though many a Cuckold po by z 
Let many a Man do al! that he can, 


Yet a Cuckold he ſhall die. 
The good Wife of the Swan has a Leg like a 


an, 
Full well it becomes her Hoſe ; 
She jets it a-pace with a very good Grace, 
But falls back at the firſt Cloſe. 


The Prior of Cour - tree made a great Tudlling· fie: 
His Monks cricd Meat fora King; 

If the Abbot of Cheſier do die before Eaſter, 
Then Banbury Bells muſt ring. 


He that will a N elchman catch, 
Muſt watch when the Wind's i*th* South, 
And put in a Net a good Piece of roaſt Cheeſe, 
And hang it cloſe to his Mouth. 
And Laxcaſhive, if thou be true, 
As ever thou haſt been; | 1 
Co ſell thy old Whittle, and buy a new Fiddle, 
Ard cry Cod ſave the Queen. 


SONG CCCLXXXV. 


F Anna's Charms let others tell, 
Or bright Eliza's Beauty: 
My Song ſhall be of Blouxi bel, 
o fing of her's my Duty : | 
The Fair, who arm'd with Cupid's Darts, 
His Flames, and other Matters, 
Is all around behung with Hearts, 
As Beggars are with Tatters: 


To laviſh Nature much ſhe owes, 
And much to Education: 
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The Girls and Poys, and Belles and Beaux, 
Are ſtruck witt: Admitation; + 
For, blended i.. her Check, there lies | 
| The Carrot and the Turnip 
And who beholds her blazing Kyes, 
His very Heart they burn up. 


Her dainty Hands are red and blue, 
Her Teeth all black and yellow ! 
Her curling Hair of Saffron Hue! | 
Her Lips like any Tallow : \ 
Her Voice fo loud, and cke fo ſhrill 
Pia off it is aluir'd ! 
Her Tongue which never yet lay ſtill, 1 
And yet was never tir'd! 
Ten Thonſand Wonders riſe to view 8 
All o'er the lovely Creature 7 
The pearly Swear, like Morning Dew, 
Oilds ev ry ſhining Feature! 
As Iſaac of 2 Eſan ſaid, 
Sde like a Foreſt favours; ĩ 
Thrice happy Man for whom the Maid 
Reſerves her hidden Favours, 


O Bionzibel ! for Thee we pant, 
To thee our Hopes aſpire ; 

Fer Thou haſt all which Lovers want 
To quench their raging Fire. 

Then kindly take us to thine Arms, 
And in Compaſſion ſave us 

From Anna's and Eliza ' Charms, 
Which cruelly enſlave us. 


SONG CCCLXXXVI. 
K7 E lirrie Loves, that hourly wait, 
| To bring from Calia 's Eyes my Fate, 
Tell her my Pain in ſofteſt Sighs, 
And gently whiſper, Strepbon dies. a 
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Put if ſhe won't her Vity move, 

And the coy Ny.upn diſdains to Love, 
Tell ler again tis all a Lye, 

Aud haughty Strephon tcorns to die. 


SON G CCCLXXXVIL. 
A H Phillis! why are you leſs tende, 
To my deſpairing Amoye ! 
Your Heart you have promis'd to reudre, 
Do not deny the Retour: 
My Paſſion I cannot defendre, 
No, no, Torments encreaſe tous les Tris, 


To forget your kind Slave is cruelle, 
Can you expe& my Devoiy ! 
Since Phillis is grown i»ſ;delle, 
And wounds me atev'ry Revo:r ! 
Thoſe Eyes which were ance agreable, 
Now, now, are Fountaius ot black Deſſpoire. 


Adicuto my falſe Eſperance, 
Adieu les Plaifirs des beaux Jours 3 
My Phillis appears at 4ijlavice, 
And {lights my unfeigued Ef oyts : 
To tet urn to her Vows 2mpoſtole, | 
No, no, adieu to the Cheats of Amours. 


SONG CcCLXXXVIII. 


H! Czliz, that I were but ſure 
FA Thy Love, like mine, cou'd till endute 3 
That Time and Abſence, which deſtroy 
The Cares of Lovers, and their Joy, 
Cou'd never vob me of that part 
Which you have given me of your Heart : 


Ochers vnenvy'd might poſlels 
Whole Hearts, and boaſt that Happineſs: 
"Twas nobles Fortune to divide, 


The Roman Empite in her Pride, 
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Than on ſome low and barb'tous Tl. rone, 
Obſcurely plac'd, to rule alone. 


Love only from thy Heart exafts 
The ſeveral Debts thy Face conraR;, 
And by that new and juſter way 
Secures thy Empire and his Sway: 
Fav'ring but one, he might compel. 
The hopeleſs Lover to rebel. 


- But ſhou'd he other Hearts thus ſhare, 
That in the whole ſo worthleſs are ; 
Shou'd into ſeveral Squadrons draw 


That Strength, which kept entire wou'd awe z 


Men would his ſcatter'd Power deride, 
And conqu'ring him, thoſe Spoils divide. 
SONG CCCLXXXIX. 
E CI LIA when with artful Note 
You charm th' attentive Ear; 


And warble from your tuncful Throat 
What Scraphims might hear, 


| My Soul in Raptures feels the Song, 

Aud dwells upon the Sound : 

So Syrens draw the liſt' ning Throng, 
And pleaſe them while they wound. 


SON G CCCXC. 


HAT! put off with one Denial? | 


And not make a ſecond Tryal ! 
You might ſce my Eyes conſenting, 
All about me was relenting : 
Women, oblig'd to dwell in Forms, 
Forgive the Youth who boldly ſtorms, 


| Lovers, when you ſ gh and languiſh 
When you tell us of your Arguiſh ; 
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To the Nymph you'll be more pleaſing, 


When thoſe Sorrows you are cafing : 
We love to try how far Men dare, 
Aud never wiſh the Foe ſhoull ſpare. 


SONG CCCXCT. 
N good King Chazles's Golden Day: 
When N had no harm in't ou 
A 7.calous High-Cbrrch Man | was, 
And ſo] got Prefermevt: 
To teach my Plock I never miſt, 
Kings are by God Apyointed 
And thoſe ate damn'd that do reſiſt, 
And touch the Lord's Anointed. 
And this is Le lH till maintain, 
Uutil my ching Day, Sir, 
T' at whatfo-ver King ſhall Reign, 
I wii be Vicar of Bray, Sir. 
When Royal James obtain'd the Throne 
And Pop'ry came in Faſhion, | 
The Pexal as | Eooted down, 
And read the Declara tian: EY 
The Church of Rome I tound would fit 
Full well my Con'!t1tution ; 
And had become a J uit, 
But for the Retol::t:on- 
Anil this is La-y, &c. 


When Iilliam was ou: King declar'd, 
To caſe the Natioa's Grievance ; 
With this new Wind about I ſteer'd, 
And {wore to him Allegiance: 
Old Principles I did revoke, 
Set Conſcience at a Diſtance, 
Pa ſſive· Obedience was a Joke, 
And P.ſh was Nox-refaſtance. 
Aid this is Law, &c, 


7 
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When Gracious Anne aſcends the Throne, F 
The Church of England's Glory ; 
Another Face of things was ſeen, 7 
And I became a To : 
Occafional-Conformiſis baſe, 
1 damn'd theic Moderation, B 
And thought the Church in Danger was, 
By ſuch Prevarication, | $! 
And this is Law, &c. 
When George in Pudding - time came o'er, | % 
And Moderate- Men look'd big, Sir, A 
I turned a Cat-in-Pan once more, 
And then became a Vbigg, Sir; 
And ſo Preferment I procur d Bu 
By Our new Faith's Defender; | 
And always every Day abjur'd E. 
The Pope and the Pretender. 
| find this is Law, &c. Bu 
Th? Illuſtrious Houſe of Hanover, oY * 
And Proteſtant Succeſſion, 5 F 
To theſe I do Allegiance ſwear, 
While they can keep Poſſefſion; h 
For by my Faith and Loyalty 
I never more will faulter, Phai 


And George my lawful King ſhall 
Until He imes ſhall the: * 
And this is Law I will maintain, 
Until my dying Day, Sir, 
That whatſoever King ſhall reign, 
I will be Vicar of Bray, Ser . 


SONG CCCXCI. 


AIR and ſoft, and 173 and young, 
F All Charms, ſhe play'd, ſhe danc'd, ſhc ang) 
here was no way to ſcape the Dart, 


No Care cou d guard a Lover's Heart, 
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Ah why cry'd I, and dropt a Tear, 
Adoring yet deſpairing e'er, 

To have her to my ſelf alone, 
Was ſo much Sweetneſs made for one ? 


But growing bolder, in her Ear 
I in ſoft Numbers told my Care; 
She heard, and rais'd me from her Feet, 
And ſeem'd to glow with equal Hear. 
Like Heav'ns, too mighty to expreſs, 
My Joys could be but known dy gueſs; 
Ah Fool, ſaid L, what have I done, 
To wiſh her made for more than one ? 


But long I had not been in view, | 
Before her Eyes their Beams withdrew; 
B'er I had reckon'd half her Charms, 
She ſunk into another's Arms. 
Bot ſhe that once cou'ld fairhleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me; 
He too will find himfelf undone, 
And that ſhe was not made for ono. 


SONG CCCXCIIT. 


Prill. 18 E L L me, gentle Strephos, why 


You from my Embraces fly, 
Does my Love thy Love deſtroy? | 
Tell me, I will yet becoy. 


Stay, O ſtay ! and I vill feign 
(Tho? Ibreak my Heart) Diſdain 

But left I too unkind appear, 

For ev'ry Frown I'll ſhed à Tear. 

And if in vain I court thy Love, 

Let mine, at leaſt, thy Pity move: 
And while 1 ſcorn, vouchſafe to Wwoo2®s 


lethinks you may diſ:mble tov. 
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| | 

Streph. Ab! Phillis, that you wou'd contrive 
A way to keep my Love alive; 

But all your other Charms muſt fail, 
When Kindneſs ceaſes to prevail. 


Alas! no leſs than you 1 grieve, 
My dying Flame has no Reprieve; 
For I can never hope to find, 


Shou'd all the Nymphs I court be kind, 


Oae Beauty able to renew 

Thoſe Pleaſures I enjoy in you, 1 
When Love and Youth did both conſpire, 

To fill our Breaſts and Veins with Fire. 


Tis true, ſome other Nymph may gain 
That Heart which merits your Diſdain 3 
But ſecond Love has ſtill Allay, | 


The Joys grow aged, and decay. 


Then blame me not for loſing more 
Than Love and Beauty can reſtore 5 
And let this Truth thy Comfort prove, 
I would, but can no longer love. 
SONG CCCXCIV. 
| H E Collier has a Daughter, 
92 And, Oh! ſhe's wond rous bonny, 
H Laird he was that ſought her, 
Baith rich in Land and Money. 
The Tutors wateh'd the Motion 
Of this young honeſt Lover; 


| But Love is like the Ocean: 
Whocan its Depth diſcover ? 
He had the Art to pleaſe ye, 
Add was by a' reſpeRted; 
His Airs ſat round him eaſy, 
Centeel, but unaſſeted. 
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The Collicr's bonny Laſſie, 
Fair as the new-blown Lily, 

Ay ſweet and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the Heart of ill. 


He lov'd beyond Expreſſion 
The Charms that were about her, 

And panted for Poſſeſſion, 

His Life was dull without her. 
After mature reſolving, 

Cloſe to his Breaſt he held her. 
In ſofteſt Flames difſolving, 

He tenderly thus tell'd her: 


My bonny Collier's Daughter, 
Let nathing diſco:npole ye, 
'Tis no your ſcanty Tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
Fur L have Gear in Plenty, 
And Love ſays, tis my Duty, 
To ware what Heaven has lent me 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. 


SONG CCCXCV. 


Bell, thy Looks have pierc'd my Hearty 
[ paſs the Day in Pain, | 
When Night returns I fee! the Smart, 
And wiſh for thee in vain. | 


I'm ſtar:*ng cold, while thou art warm, 
Have Pity and ineline. 
And grant me for that Hap, that charm- 
ing Petticoat of thine, 


My raviſh'd Fancy in Amaze 
Still wanders o'er thy Charms, 
Deluſive Dreams ten thouſand ways 


Preſent thee to my Arms, 
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Eut, waking, think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 

Thoſe Picaſures that can ouly cure 
This panting Breaſt of mine. 


I faint, 1 fail, and wiidly rove, 
Becanſe yeu ſtill deny 

The juſt Reward that's due to Love, 
And let true Paſſion die. 

Oh! turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize 

That lovely Breaſt uf thine; 

Thy Petticoat cou'd give me Eaſe, 
Ir Thou and ic were mine. | 


Sure Heav'n has fitted for Delight 
That beauteous Form of thine, 
And thou'rt #00 goud its Laws to flight, 
By hind'ring the Deſign, | 
my all the Pow'rs of Love agree, 
2 tlength to make thee mine, 
Or looſe my Chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'sy Charm of thine. 
S8 ON G cccxcvi. 
T TEAR me, ye Nymphe, and ev'ry Swain, 
| Ill tell tow Percy grieves me z 
Tho thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. | 
My Vows and Sighs, like ſilent Air, 
Unheeded never move her; 


At the bonny Buſh aboon Traqr airy 
*T was there I firſt did love her, 


T\ at Day ſhe ſtnil'd, and made me glad, 
No Maid feem'd ever kinder: 

IT thought my f{e'f the luckieſt La?, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 

L try'd to ſooth my am'rous Flame, 
In Words that 1 thuughr tender; 


If more there paſs d, I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented ; 

If c'er we meet, ſhe ſhews Diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted. 

The bonny Buſh bloom d fair in May, 
Its Sweets I'll ay remember; | 

But now her Frowns make it decay, 

It fades as in December. 5 


Ye rural Pow ra, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me v 

Oh! make her Partner in my Pains, 
Then let her Smiles relieve me. 

If not, my Love will turn Deſpair, 
My Pafſion no more tender, 

Il leave the Buſh aboon Traquarr, 
To lonely Wilds I'll wander, 


s ON G CCCXCVIL. 
* you Gas gently my Sea, 
| n c cann t- man; 5 
Bear me frac — 6 bring me 
iy brave, m ny Scot-man : 
* ; In Bal Bands 
We join'd our Hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
While Parents rate 
A large Eftate 
Before a faithfu' Lover. 


But I loor chuſe in Highland Glens 
To herd the Kid, and Goat Man, 
Fer I cou'd for fic little Ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scc.— Man. 
Wae worth the Man 
Wha firſt began 
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The baſe, ungenerous Faſhion, 
Frae greedy Views | 
Love's Art to uſe, 

While Strangers to its Paſſion. 


Frae foreign Fields, my lovely Youth, 
Haſte to thy longing Laſſe, 

Wha pants to preſs thy bawmy Mouth, 
And in her Boſom hawſe thee. 
Love gives the Word, 

Then haſte on Board, 
Fair Winds and tenty Boat-man, 
| Waft o'er, waft o'er 
| Frae yonder Shore, | 
My blyth, my bonny Scot---Man. 


SON G CCCXCVIIL 


"NA Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They were twa bonny Laſſes, 
They bigg'd a Bower on yon Burn Brae, 
And theek'd it o'er wi Raſhes 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky Een 
They gar my Fancy falter. 


Now Befj's Hair's like a Lint-tap z 
She ſmiles like a May Morning; 
Wben Phoebus ſtarts frac Thetis Lap; 
The Hills with Rays adoraing: 

White is her Neck, ſaft is her Hand, 
Her Waiſt and Feet's fu“ genty ; 
With ilka Grace ſhe can command; 

Her Lips, O wow! they're dainty ; 
And Mary's Locks are like a Craw, 

Her Eyes like Di*mon3s glances ; 
She's 175 clean redd up and braw, 

Sbe kills whene er ſhe dances 


The ran. 


Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 
She blooming tight and tall is; 

And guides her Airs ſac gracefu' Qill, 
O Jove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our Fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are fic bonny Laſſes: 
Wae's me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by Law we're ſtented; 
Then [I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 
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And be with ane contented. 


SONG CCCXCIX. 
LYTH Focky young and ga 
Is all „ Many Delights , 
He's al my Talk by Day, | 
And all my Dreams by Night, 
It from the Lad I be, 
"Tis Winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
*Tis Summer all the Year, 


When I and Jocky met 
Firſt on the flow'ry Dale, 
Right ſweerly he me tret, 
Aud Love was all his Tale. 
Tou are the Laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my Heart frac me? 
O caſe me of my Pain, 
And never ſhaw Diſdaing 


Well can my Jocky kyth 
His Loe 24 3 

He made my Heart full blyth 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 
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His Suit 1 ill deny'd, 
He kiſe'd, and I comply'd: 
Sae J ocky promis'd me, 


That he wad faithful be. ; 
I'm glad when Jocky comes, 
| 824 when N. away; ] 
?Tis Night when Focky glovms, 
But when he ſmiles tis Day. 1 
| When our Eyes meer, I pant, 
1 colour ſigh, and faint; 4 
What Lais that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind ? 1 
V 
S walking forth to view the Plain, 
| A Upon a Morning early, F, 
hile May's ſweet Scent did chear my Brain, 


From Flowers which grew ſo rarcly; 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Maid, 
Sbe ſhin'd, tho' it was fogie; 
I ask'd her Name ; Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
My Name is Katharine Ogie. 
1 ſtood a while, and did admire 
To ſee a Nymph ſo ſtately ; 
So brisk an Air there did ap 
In a Country-maid ſo ks. 
Such natural Sweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a Lily in a Bogie: | 
Dianaꝰs ſelf was ne er atray d 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 
Thou Flow'r of Females, Beauty's Queen; 
Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize thee: = 
Tho? thou art dreſs'd in Robes but mean: 
Yet thoſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy handſome Air, and graceful Look, - 
| ar excels any clowniſh Roguie, | 
Thou Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. | 
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O were I but ſome Sbepherd-Swaiu! 
To feed my Flock beſide thee, 

At Boughting time to leave the Plain, 
In ualking to abide thee ; 

I'd think n:y ſelf a happier Man, 
With Kate. my Club, and Dogie, 

Than he that hugs his Thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Ogie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' Imperial Throne, 
And Stateſmens dangerous Stations: 
I'd be no King, Id wear no Crown, 
I'd ſmile at conquering Nations: 
Might I careſs, and ſtill poſſeſs 
e Laſs of whom I'm vogie; 
For theſe are Toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the Gods have not decreed i 
For me ſo fine 4 Creature, 1 
Whoſe Beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other Works in Nature; 
Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love, 
That are both dark and fogie: 
Piry my Caſe, ye Pow'rs above, 
Elſe | dic for Katharine gie. 


SONG CCCCIL 
HE laſt Time I came o'er the Moor, 
I left my Love behind me; 
Ye Pow'rs! what Pain do I endure, 
When ſoft Ideas mind me ? 
Soon as the ruddy Morn diſglay'd 
The beaming Day enſuiry, 
I mer, betimes, my lovely Maid, 
In fit Retreats for Wooing. 


Beneath the cooling Shade we lay, 
Gazing and chattly * 
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We kiſs d and promis'd Time away, 
Till Night ſpread her black Curtain. 
1 piticd all beneath the Skies, 
Ev'n Kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In Rap: ures I beheld her Eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I becall'd where Cannons roar, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me; 
Or c+!t upon ſome foreign Sliore, 
Wi:cre Dangers may ſurround me: 
Yet Hopes again to ſee my Love, 
To ſeaſt on glowing Killes, 
Shall make my Cares at Diſtance move, 
In Preſpett ot ſuch Bliſſes. 


In all my Soul there's not one Place, 
To let a Rival enter: | 

Since ſhe exccls in ev ry Grace, 

In hermy Love ſhall center. 

Sooner the Seas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their Waves the A'ps ſhall cover, 


| On Greenland Ice ſhail Roſes grows 


Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next Time I go o'er the Moor, 


She ſhall a Lover find me; | 
And that my Faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' I left her behind me: 
Then Hymen's ſacred Bonds ſhall chain 
My — to her fair Boſom, 
There, while my Being does remain, 


My Love more freſh ſhal! bloſſom. | 


SONG CCCCT, 


| x *HE Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 


So bonny, blyth and gay, 


In ſpite of all my Skill, 


. Rath ſtole my Heart away. 
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When tedding of the Hay 
Bare - headed on the Green, 
Love midſt her Locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her Een. 


Her Arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their Diwn, 
To Age it would give Youth, 
To preſs em with his Hand. 
Thro' all my my Spirits ran 
An Eataff of Bliſs, 2 
V hen I ſuch Sweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balwy Kiſs, 


Without the Help of Art, 
Like Flow'rs which grace the Wild, 
She d1d her Sweets impart, 
Whene er ſhe ſpoke or ſmit'd, 
Her Looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affetted Pride, 
She me to Lose beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd ber for my Bride. 


ad I all that Wealth 

o mack high Mountains fill, 
Infur'd long Life and Health, 

And Pleaſures at my Will; 
1d promiſe and fulfil, 

at none but bonny ſhe, 

The Laſs of Peaty's Mill 

Shou'd ſhare the ſame wiꝰ me. 


SONG CCCCI.. 


FHO Beauty, like the Roſe x 
That ſmiles on Polwarth Green; 
In various Colours ſhuws, 


As tis by Fancy cen: 
22 


| 
| 
| 
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Vt all its different Glories lye 


United in thy Face, 
Ard Virtue, like the Sun on highs 
Gives Rays to ev'ry Grace. 


So charming is her Air, 


Do ſmooth, fo calm her Mind, 

T; at to ſome Angel's Care | 
Each Motion ſeems aflign'd : 

Et yet ſo chearful, {prigitly, gays 
The joyful Moments fly, 

As if for Wings they fle the Rey 
She darteth from her Eye. 


Kind am'rous Cupid:, while 
With Tuneful Voice fe fings, 


Petru ne her Breath and Smile, 


Aud ware ther Balmy Wings: 


ut as the tender Rluſhes tiſe, 


Soft Innocence doth warm, 
The Soul in blifsful Extaſies 
_  Dillolveth in the Charm. 


SONG CCCCIv. 
JF NN April, when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain, 
1 And Sumner approaching rejoiceth the 
S vain; 
The Tellou- hair d Laddie would oftentimes go 
To Wilds and deep G:eas, where the Hawthorn 
Trees grow. 


There, under the Shade of an eld ſacred Thorn, 
Witch Freedom he ſung his Loves Rv'ning and 
Morn: 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and inchanting a Sound, 
That $y!ra;s and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 
The opted thus ſung, tho' young Maja be 
air, | 


Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcorafu' proud Air 
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But Sufte was handſome, and ſweetly could fGing, 
Her Breath like the Breczes m'd in the 
Spring, | 


That Mad? in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 

Like the Moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke 
Treth : 

Rot Suſie was faithful, gpood-humour'd and free. 

And — as the Coddeſs who ſprung from the 


F008 ſine Daughter, with all her great 
ow'r: He 

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently owr: 
Then, ſighing, he wiſhed, would Parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Sfto his Mil: ret, might be. 


SONG CCCCV. 
A TR, ſweet and young, receive « Prize 
F Reſerv'd for your Victorious Eyes: 
From Crowds, whom at your Feet you ſee, 
O pity, and diſtinguiſn me; 
As l from thouſand Beauties more 
Diſtinguiſn you, and only you adore. 


Your Fate for Conqueſt was deſign'd, 
Your er ry Motion charms y Mind; 
Angels, when you your Silence break, 
Forget their Hymus, to hear you ſpeak 
But when at once they hear and view, 


Are loath to mount, and long to ſtay with you. 


No Graces can your Form improve, 
But all are Jo! unleſs you love; 
While that ſweer Paſſion you diſdain, 
Your Veil and Beauty are in vain. 

; In piry then prevent my Fate, 


For after dying all Repricve's too late. 
7 Q 3 
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SON G CCCCVI. 
Hillis, the Faireſt of Love's F does, 
Tough fiercer than a Dragon, 
Pls, that ſcorn'd the Powder'd Beaus, 
What has ſhe now to brag on? | 


So long ſhe kept her Legs io cloſ, 
Till they had ſcarce 4 Rag "x 


' Compell'd thro! Want, this wretched Maid 


Did ſad Complaints begin 

Which ſurly Screphon hearing, ſaid, | 
It was both Shame and Sin, 

To pity ſuch a lazy Jade, 

| As will neither Kits nor Spin, 


SON G CCCCVII, 
D Amoa, if you will bclieve me, 
*Tis not ſighing round the Plain, 
Dong nor Sonnet can't relieve ye; | 
F aint Attempts in Love ate vain, 


' Urge but home the fair Occaſion, 
And be Maſter of the Field; 
To a pow'rful kind Invaſion _ 
»Twere a Madneſs not to yield, 


Tho' ſhe vows ſhe'll neter permit ye, 


Cries you're rude, and much to blame z 


And with Tears implores your Puty ; 
Be not merciful to ſhame. 
When the fierce Aſſault is over, 
 Chloris time enough will find 
This her cruel furious Lover 
Much inore gentle, not ſo kind. 


| S O N G CCCCVIIL. 
| Iſtrakted with Care 
For Thilli, che Fair; 
Since nothing cou'd move bier, 
Poor Damon her Lover, 
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Reſolves in Deſpair 

No longer to larguiſh ; 

Nor bear ſo much Angui ſn; 
But, mad with his Love, 
To a Precipice goes; 
Where a Leap from above 

_ Wou'd ſoon fiaiſh his Woes. 


When in Rage he came t | 
Bcholding —4 % 8 
The Sides did appear, 

And the Bottom how deep; 

His Torments projecting, 

And ſadly reflecting, 

That a Lover forſaken 

A new Love way get; 

But a Neck when once broken, 
Can never be ſet: | 


And, that he cou'd die 
Whenever he wou'd ; 
But, that he cou'd Jive 
But as long as be cod : 
How grievous ſoever 
The Torment might grow, 
He ſcorn'd to endeavour 
To finiſh it ſo, 

But Bold, Unconcern'd 
At Thoughts of the Pain, 
He calmly return'd 

To his Cut tage again. 


343 


SONG ceccix. 


HAT Beauties does Hora diſcloſe 7 | 
How ſweet arc her Smiles upon Tweed? 


Yer Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe; 


Both Na ture and Fancy exceed. 


2 
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Nor Daife, nor ſweet bluſhing Roſe, 
Nor all the gay Flowers of the Field; 


Nor Tweed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 


Such Beauty and Pleaſure does yield. 
Tbe Warblers are heard in the Grove, 


The Liunet, the Lark, and the Thruſh, 


The Black bird, and ſweet coving Dove, 
With Muſick enchant ev'ry Buſh. 


Come, let us go forth to the Mead, 


Let us ſee how the Primroſes ſoring 3 
Well lodge in ſome Village on Tw-ed, 
And love where the fcather'd Folks ſing. 


How does my Love paſs the long Day ʒ 
Do-s Mary not tend a few Sheep; 


Do they never careleſly ſtray, 


While happily ſhe lies aſleep? 
Tweed's Murmurs ſhould lull her to Reſt; 
Kind Nature indulging my Bliſs, 
To relieve the Sofi Pains of my Breaft, 
I d ſteal an ambroſ al Kifs 


Tis ſhe does the Virgins excel, 


No Beauty with her can compare; 
Love's Graces around her do dw: ll, 
She's faireſt, where Thouſands are fair. 
tell me at Noon where they feed 
ball I ſeck them at ſweet- winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter Panks of the Tweed. 


SONG CCCCX. 


| _ Charmer, where do thy Flocks ſtray 2 
. 


F OVE' Goddeſs in a Martyle Grove, 
Said, * bend thy Bow with Speeds 
Nor let the Sha | 


at random rove, 


For Feary's haughty Heart muſt bleed. 


= 


2 vg 
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The ſmilling Boy, with divine Art, 
From Paphos thot an Arrow keea, 
Which flew, vnercing, to the Heart, 
And kill d the Pride of bony Jean. 


4% 


No more the Nymph, with haughty Air, 


Refuſes Þ7llv's kind Addreſs; 
Her yielding Zluſhes ſne w no Care, 
Put too much Fondneſs to ſuppecſs, 


No more the Youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the Greer, 
Whilſt every Day he ſpies ſume new 
_ Surpriſing Charms in bony Fran 
A thouſand Tranſports crowd his Breaſt, 
He moves as light a: fice:ing Wind, 
His former Sorrows ſeem a Jet, 
Now when his Jea»y is turo'd kind, 


Riches he looks on witl. Diſdain, 

The glorious Fields o War lun mean; 
The ch:earful Hounds and Horn give Pa., 
If abſent from his bony Jean. | 


The Day he ſpends in am'rous Gaze, 
Which even in Summer ſhor:ten'd ſeem 

When ſunk in Down, with glad Ama::, 
He wonders at her in his Drea s 


All Charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more brigh: 


Than Troy's Prize, the Spartan Queen, 
Wich breaking Day he lifts his Sig!.:, 
And pants to be with bony Feas. 


SONG CCC Cxl. 


OW od alone that made all ;}.ngs, 


Heaven ard Earth and all therzin, 
The Ships that in the Sea do ſwim 
To keep our I ves from coming ing 
Q g --. 
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Then every one does what he can 

| All for the good Ule of Man. 

_ Ard I wiſh in H:aven his Soul may dwell 
Trat firfi invented the Leather Portcl, 


Now what d'ye ſay of Cans of Wood ? | 
| Faith they are naught, they cannot be good; | 
| For whcn a Man for Beer doth ſend, 5 | 
| To have them full he doth intend ; 
| The Bearet ſtumbles by the way, 
| And on the Ground the Beer Joth lay; © ol 
| Then doth the Man begin to ban, f | 
| And ſwears 'twas long o' th! Wooden Can? 1 

| But had it been a Leather Botrtel, | 

It had not been fo, for all had been well, 

Aud ſafe therein the Drink would remain, 

Until the Man got up again, 

Then I wiſh, &c. 


What do you ſay to Glaſſes fine; 
Faith they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine; 
For when a Man's at Table ſect, 
And by him ſeveral ſorts of Meat, 
The one loves Fleſh, the other Fiſh; 
Then with your Hand remove a Diſh, 
Touch but the Glaſs upon the brim, 
"The Glaſs is broke and naught left in. 
The Table Cloath, tho? ne er ſo fine, 
Is ſully'd with Beer, or Ale, or Wine; 
And doubtleſs for ſo ſmall Abuſe 
A Servant may his Maſter loſe, 
Thes I wiſh, &c. 5 


What ſay you to the the handled Pot? 

No Praiſe of mine ſhal! be his Lot, 

For when a Man and Wife's at Strife, 

{ As many have been in their Life) 

They lay their Hands upon it both, 
And break the ſame, although they're loth; 
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But woe to them ſhall bear the Guilt, 

Between them both the Liquor's ſpilt; 

For which they ſhall anſwer another Day; 
For caſting their Liquor fo vainly away ; 

But if it had been Leather · bottell'd, 

One might have tugg d, the other have held, 
Both * have tugg'd, till their Heart ſhould 


ak; 
No Harm the Leather Bottel could take. 
Then I wiſh, Cc, 
What ſay you to Flagons of Silver fine? . 
Why faith, they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine ; 
For when a Lord for Sack doth ſend, 
To have them fill'd he doth intend ; 
The Man with the Flagon runs away, 
And never is ſeen after that Day; | 
The Lord then begins to Swear and Ban, | 
For having loſt both Flagon and Man ; 
But had it been either Page or Groom, 
Wich a Leath-r-Bottel, it had come home. 
Then I wiſh, &c. : 


And when this Bottel is grown old, 
And that it will no longer hold, 
Out of the Side you may cut a Clout 
To mend your Shoes u hen they're worn out; 
Then hang the reſt upon a Pin, 
®T will ſerve to put odd Trifles in; 
As Candles-ends, and Awls and Rings, 
For young Beginners need ſuch things. 
IT ben 1 wiſh his Soul in Heaven may dwell, 
That firſt devi d the Leather-Bortel. 


SONG cccc xl. 
W old Song made by an old an- 
cient Pate | 


Ofanold worſhipful Geatleman, that had a great | 
Eſtate, 
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W hich kept an old Houſe at a hountiful Rate, 
And an old Porter to telieve the Poor at bis 
| Cate; 

Like au od Courtier of the Queen's, 

And the Queen's old Conriier, 
With an old Lady whoſe Anger a good Word 


aſſwages, 


Who e-'cry Quarter pays ber old Scrvants their 


ages 
Who never knew what belong'd to Coachmen, 

| Foot men nor Pages; 

But kept twenty old Fellows with blue Coats and 


Badges. | 
| Lik: an old Courtier, &c. 2 
With 8 Study fill'd full of Learned old 
Books, 5 | 
With an old reverend Parſon may judge 
by his Looks, 4 gy | 


With an old Battery Hatch worn quite off the 
Hooks, 5 | 
And an old Kitchen, that maintains half a 
D-z-n old Cooks, & ns > 

Like an old, &e. 


With an old Hall horg about with Guns, Pikes 


and Bows, | 
With old Swords and Bucklers that have borne 


many ſhrewd Blows, 


And an old Frize Coat to cover his Worſhip's 


trunk Hole, 


And a Cup of old Sherry to comfort his Copper 


Noſe, 
L.ike an old, &c., 
With an old Faſhion, when Cbriſtaas is eome, 
To call in his Neighbours with Bagpipe and 


+ 
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And good Chcar enough to furniſh every old 


And old 38 able to make a Cat ſpeak and a 
Man dumb : 


L.ike an old, &e. 
With an old Huntſman, a Falconer ard * Ken- 


| nel of Hounds, 
Which never hanted nor hawked but in his own 
Grounds ; „* 
Who like an old wiſe Man kept himſelf within 
his Bounds: 

And when he dy'd, gave every Child a thouſand 
„old Pounds. | 
9 Like an old, &c. 


But to his eldeſt Son, his Houſe and Land too 
be aflign'd; 

Charging him in ts Will to keep the old boun- ä 
ti ful Miad; | 

'To love his good old Servants, and to his Neighs 

bouts be kind; 

But in the enſuing 'Ditty you ſhall hear how he 

. inclin'd. 

Like a young Countier, &c. 


Like a young Gallant newly come to his Land, 
That keeps a Brace of Whores at his Command, 
Aud — up & thouſand Pound upon his own 
Land 
And lies drunk in a new Tavern, *cill he «an | 
neither go nor ſtand, x 


Like a young, &c- 


With a neat Lady that is brisk and fair, 
Tbat never Na what gs to good * 
keeping or Cate * 
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: nn N Fans to play with the wanton 


And ſeventeen or eighteen Dreſſings of other 
Men's Hair; 
Like a young, &c. 


With a new Hall built where the old one ſtood, 

Whercin is burned neither Coal nor Woods 

And a Shovel-board Table ſmooth and red as 
Blood 

Hung round with Pictures that do | the Poor no 


L Like a young. c. 


n new Study ſtuft wich Pamphlets and 

ays 5 

With a * Chaplain that ſw ears faſter than he 
prays: 

| With a new Buttery Hatch that opens once in 


four or five 


Days, 
With a new Bred 4 Cook to make CEOs 
| and Toys. 
Like a young, Te. 


Wich a new Faſhion when Chriſlmas is come, 
With a new Journey up to London we mult be 


; ns 
And leave no body at Home but our new Porter 


obn, 
Who" Aliens the Poor with r. on the 
Back with a Stone. | 
Like a young, Ke. 
Wich Genileman- Uſher whoſe Carriage is com · 
eat; 


Wy roms, Conan, and Page to carry 
Meat; 


f 
] 
] 
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With a Waiting Gentle woman whoſe Drefling is 
very neat 


Who when the Maſter has din'd, lets the Ser - 
vants not eat. 
Like a young a &c. 


With a new Honour bought with the old Gold 3 
That many of his Father's old Manors had ſold ; 
And this is the Occaſion that moſt Men do hold 
That good Houſe-kceping is now grown ſo cold. 
Like a young Courtier of the King's, 
Or the King's young Court ier. 


soON G CCccxul. 


LL the Materials are the ſame, 
Of Beauty and Deſire; 
n a fair Woman's goodly Frame, 
No Brightneſs is without a Flamc, 
No Flame without a Fire. 
Then tell me what thoſe Creatures ave, 
Who won d be thought both chaſte aud fairs 


If on her Neck her Hair be ſpread, 
With many a curious Ring; 5 
That Heat which ſerves to curl her Head. 
Will make her mad to be a- bed, 
And do another Thing. 15 

Then tell me, &c. 


If Modeſty itſelf appears 
With Bluſhes in her Face; 
Think you the Blood that dances there, 
Can revel it no other where, | 
Or warm no other Place ? 

Then tell we, &c. 


Ak but of her Philoſophy, 
What gives her Lips the Balmy 
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What makes her Breaſt to heave ſo high, 
What Spir'ts give Motion to her Eye, 
And Moiſture to her Palm? 

Then tell me, &e. 


Then, C lia, be not coy, for that 
| Bet:ays thy Self and tlee: 
There's not a Beauty nor à Grace, 
Bedecks thy Body or thy Face, 
Bat plead within fo me. 5 
Then tell me -vhat thoſe Niym n are, | 
I bo wor'd be thought both chaſte and fair. 1 


SONG CCCCXIV. 
F F 1 live to grow old, as I find I go dun, 
Lee this de my Fatc in a Country Town ? 
* have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at my 
ate | | 
And a cleanly young G'rl to rub "y bald Pate, 
May I govern my Paſſian with an abſelute Stay, 


Aud grow wiſer and better as my Strength wes: ; 
6.7, | 5 1 
Without Gont or Stone, by a gentle Decay. 7 

In a Country Town, by a murmunng Brook, 
With the Ocean at diſtance on which I may Du 
look 3 ; | : A, 
Wich a ſpacious Plain without Hedge or Stile, 
And an eaſy Pad-Nag to ride out a Mile. On 
May I govern, &c. e Wi 
Wich Horace and Plata rah, and one or two more 7 
Of the beſt Wirs that liv'd in the Ages before 3 On! 
With a Diſh of Roaſt Mutton, not Ven'ſon nor Til 
Teal, h 


And clean, tho' coarſe Linnen, at ev'ry Meal. 
May I govern, &c. | 5 
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With a Pudding on Sunday, and ſtout humming 
Liquor 

And a Remnant of Latis to puzzle the Vicar 

With a hidden Reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 

To drink the wg Health as oft as we dine, 


May I govern, &c. 
With a Courage undaunted may I face my laſt 


Day; 
And when I am dead may the better fort ſay, 


In the Morning when ſober, in the Ev'ning when 


| mellow, | 
He N gone, and han't left behind him his Fel- 
ow. 


_ he zovern'd bis Paſſion with an abſolute 
And greto wiſer and better as his Strength wore 
away x | 8 


Without Cont or Stone, by a gentle Decay. 


SON G CCCCXV. 


H Arken and I will tel! you how, 
| Young M::irland If illie came here to woo, 
Tho' he could neither ſay nor do; | 
The Trutb I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, Whatc'cr betide, 
Maggy, Vic ha'e her to be my Bride, 
VV ith a fal dal, &c. | 
On his Gray Lad as he did ride, 
With Durk and Piſtol by his Side, 
He prick'd her on wi' mickl: Pride, 
Wi' mickle Mirth and Glee, 
Our o'er yon Moſs, out o'er yon Muir, 
Till he came to her Daddi-'s Door, 
With a fal, &c. 


Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your Doghter's Love to win, 
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I care no for making meikle Din; 
What Anſwer gi' ye me ? 


Now, Woer, juoth he, wor'd ye light down, 


I'll gie ye my Doghter s Love to win, 
Wt py = 4 &c, | 


Now, Woer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye vin, or in what Town? 
I think my Doghter winna gloom 
| On ſick a Lad as ye. 
'T' Worr he ſtepp'd up the Houſe, 
A . wow but he was wond'rous crouſe ! 
With a fal, &c. | 


IT have three Owſen in a Plough, 
Ta good ga'en Yads, and Gearcnough, 
he Place they ca” it Cadeneough; 
I ſcora to tell a Lic: 
Befics, 1 had frac the great Laird 
A Pest pat and a Long-Kail Yard, 
With a fal, &c. 55 


The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
She was the brawe k in a' the Town; 
I wat oa him ſhe did na gloom, 
| But v linkit bonnilie, | 
The Lover he ſtended up in Haſte, 
And gript her hard about the Waiſt, - 

Mich a fal, &c. 
To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough o' Geat; 
And fo: my ſelf ye need nae fear, 
Troth try me u han ye like. 


He took aff his Bonnet, and or in his Chew, 


He dighted his Gab, and pri 
With a fal, &c. 


The Maiden blvfhr, and bing'd fu law, 
She had nae Will to ſay him na, 


her Mou', 


hy ff whom 


=> MW. W<e,,g 
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But to her Dadie ſhe left it a', 
As they twa cou'd agree. | 
The Lover he ga't her the tither Kiſs, 
Syn- ran to her Daddie, and tell'd him this, 
With a fal, &c. 


Your Doghter wad no ſay me na, 
But to your ſell ſhe has left it a', 
As we cou'd agree between us twa ; 

Say what Il ye gi' me wi' her ? 
Now, Woer, quo he, I ha'e na meikley 
But fick's I ha'e ye's get a Pickle, 

With a fal, &c. | 


A Kinfu' of Corn I'll gi'e to thee, 
Three Soums of Sheep, twa goo 1 Milk Ky, 
Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free; 
Troth, I dow do na mais. 
Content quo” he, a Bargain be'r, 
I'm far fra: hame, mak haſte, let's do't, 
With a fal, &c. | 


The Bridal Day it came to paſe, 
Wi' mony a blythſo.ne Lai au Laſs 3 
But ficken a Day there never was, 
Sic Muth was never ſeen. : 
= 7e Couple ſtraked Hands, 
s Foha ty d up the Marriage Bands, 
Wub a fal, . 8 


And our Bride's Maidens were na few, 
Wi' Tap-knots, Lug-knots, a in blue, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 
Their Toys and Mutelles were ſac clean, 
I hey glanced in our Ladſes Een, 
I th a fal, &c. 


Sic Hirdum Dirdum, and fic Din, 
Wi' le o'cr her, and ſhe oer lum; 
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The Minſtrels they did never blin, 
Wi' meikle Marth and Glee. 

And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 


And ay their Wames together met, 
With a fal, &c, 


SON G CCCCXVI. 
| Cr VIA the Fair, in the Bloom of Vit- 


teen, | h 
Felt an innocent Warmth, as ſhe lay on the 


| Green, 
She had heard of a Pleaſure, and ſomething ſhe 
—. 
By the towzing and tumbling and touching her 
| Breaſt; FO 
She ſaw the Men eager, but was at a Los, | 
What they meant by their ſighing, and kiſſing 
| fo cloſe ; ; | 
By their praying and whinin 
| And claſpirg — iwining, 2 
And panting and wiſhing, 
And fighting and k: ſſing, | 
And fighing and kifling ſo cloſe, 


Ab! fhecry'd; ab! fora languiſhing Maid 
In a Country of Chriſtians to die without Aid: 
Not a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leaſt, 
Ora Proteſtaat Pa. ſon, or Catholick Prief, 
To inſtru a young Virgin, that is at a Loſs, 
What they meant by their ſighing, and kiſſing 
ſo cloſe; . | 
By their praying and whining, 
And claſping _- twining. 
And panting ard wiſhing, 
And fighting and kifling, - 
And ſighiog and kifling ſo cloſe, 


2 1,3 aA 
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Cepi d in Shape of a Swain did appear, 
He ſaw the ſad Wound, and in Pity drew near, 
Then ſhew'd her bie Arrow, and bid her not fearg 
For * was no more than a Maiden may 

ear; | 
When the Balm was infus'd ſhe was not at a 
Loſs, 


What they meant by their ſghing, and kiſſing 


a ſo eloſe;ʒ 

zy their praying and wſlinin 

And claſping and twining, 
And panting and wiſhing, 
Add Sghing and kiffing, 
And ſghi:g aud kifling fo cloſe, 


 $ONG CCCCXVIL 
N a dark filent ſhaly Grove, 
Fit for the Delights of Love, 


As on Corinna's Breaſt 1 panting lay, 
My right Hand playing with & cat ra. 


A thouſand Words and amorous Kiffes, 
Prepar'd us both for more ſubſtantial Bliſfesg 
And thus the haſty Moments ilipt away, 

Loſt in the Tranſports of && Catera. 


She bluſh'd to ſee her Innocence betray'd, 
And the ſmall Oppoſition that ſhe made, 5 
Vet hugg' d me cloſe, and with a Sigh did ſay, 
Once more, my Dear, once more & cætera. 


But O the Power to pleaſe this Nymph was paſts 
Too violent a Flame can never lat; Mr 
So we remitted to another Day 


The Proſecution of & cætera. 
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R Eauty and Love once fell at odds, A 
And thus revil'd cach other : 

Quoth Love, I am oue of the Gods, W 
Aud thou wair'ſt on my Mother: 

Thou hadſt no Power on Man at all, Ti 

But what | gave to thee 3 = R- 

Nor are you longer Sweet or Fairy Ar 

Than Men acknowledge me, = 

7 | ul 

Away, fond Boy, then Beauty cry d, To 


We know that thou art blind: 
And Men of noble Parts they can 
Our Graces better find: | Le 
»Twas I begot the mo:tal Snowy , 
And kindied Mens Defires, 
I made thy Quiver and thy Bow, 
And Wings to fan thy Fires. 


Cupid in Anger flung away, 
And thus 10 Vulcan pray d. 
That he would tip his Shaft with Scorn; 
To punifh this proud Maid; | 
So ever ſince Beauty has been 
But courted for an Hour, 
To love a Day is held a Sin 
Gainſt Cupid and bis Power, 
SON G CCCCXIX.' 
TF Wealth a Man cou'd keep alive, 
| I'd ftudy only how to thrive: : 
hat having got a mighty Maſs, 
I might bribe the Fates to let me paſs. 
But | we can't prolong our Years, 


Why | kg ime in necdlcſs Sighs and 


— 
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For fince Deſtiny 
4 * _— us to die, 

nd all-mult paſs o'er the old Fe 
Hang Riches and Cares, "05 
Since we han't many Years, 


We'll have a ſhoii Life and a merry. 


Time kcexs its Round, and Deſtiny | jv 
Regards not whether we laugh or cry; | 
And Fortune never dos beſtow 
A Look un what we uo below. 
But Men with equal ſwiftneſs run ö 
To play on others, or be play d upon. 
Since we can take no Courſe 
For the better or the worſe ; 
Let none be a melancholy Thinker g 
Let the Times the Round go, 
So the Cups do ſo too, 
Ne er bluſh at the Name of a Drinker. 


8 ON G CCCCXX. 
Abi; Shepherd woo'd, but wiſt not 
A How he might his Miſtreſs' Favour gain, 
On a time they mer, but kiit not, 
Ever after that he ſu'd in vain: 
Blame her not, alas! tho” ſhe ſaid nay 
To him that might, but fled away. 


Time perpetually is changing, 
Every Moment Alteration brings, 
Love and Beauty ftill eſtranzing, 
Women are, alas! but wanton things, 
He that will his Miſtreſs“ Favour gain, 
Muſt take her in a merry Vein, 


A Woman's Fancy's like a Fever, 

Or an Ague that dot! coin: by Fits, | | 
Hot and cold, but conſtant never, | 
Rven as the pleaſant Humour hit? 
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Sick, and well again, and well and ſick, 


In Love it is a M oman's Tric k. 


Now ſhe will, and then ſhe will not, N 
Pur het to the Trial if once ſhe ſmile: 
Silly Youth, thy Fortune ſpill not, 
Lingring Labours oft themiſclves beguile, T 


He that knocks, and can't get in, 
His Pick-lock is not worth a Pin. 
A V. oman's Nay is no Denial, | 
Silly Youths of Love are ſerved fo; 
Pot her to a further Trial, I w 
_ _ Haply ſhe'll take it, and ſay no; 
For it is a Trick which Women utc, _ | A 
What they love they will refuſe. | | 
Silly Youth, why doſt thou del y? 
Having got Timo and Seaſon fit, | Os 
Then never ſtand, Sweet, ſhall 17 ſhall 1? | 
Nor too much commend an After-wut 3 A: 
For he that will not when he may, | 


When he will, he ſhail have nay. 


$ ON G CCCCXXT. 
] HENCE comes it, Neighbour Dick, 
That you, with Youth uncommon, 
Have ſerv'd the Girls this Trick, | 
Aud wedded an old Woman, | 
Happy Dick! 


— - os — 2 ˙ . e 


Each Belle condemns the Choice 
Of a Youth ſo gay and ſprighily g 
| But we your Friends rejoice, | | 
| That you have judg d ſo rightly : | 3 
Happy Dick ! On 


N 
„ 
” 


| Tho? odd to ſome it ſounds, F 
: | That on Threeſcore you ventur d; She 
Yet in Ten Thouſand Pounds | 

Tea Tizouſaud Charms are center d: | 


Hay Dick! 
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Beauty, we know, will fade, 
As doch the ſhort-liv'd Flower; 
Nor can the faireſt Mai d | 
Inſure her Bloom an Hour: 
Happy Dick! 
Then wiſcly you reſign, 
For Sixty, Charms ſo tranſient; 
As the Curious value Coin 
The more for being Ancient: 


| Happy Dick! 

With Joy your Spouſe ſhall ſee 

Lbs — round her, 
And the her- ſelſ ſtill be 


The ſame that firit you found her: 


| Happy Dick! 

Oft is the Married State 

With Jealouſies attended; . 
And hence, thro' foul Debate, 

Are Nuptial Joys ſuſpended : 
But you, with ſuch a Wife, 

No jealous Fears are under; 
She's yours alone, for Life, 

Or much we all ſhall wonder : 


Happy Dick! | 


„„ Happy Dick! 
Her Death wou'd grieve you ſore, | 

But let not that torment you; 
oy rk ſhe'll ſee Fourſcore, 

f that will but content you: RT RS 

| Hay Dick! 
Vo Sis ay + may _—_ | | 
or the Pains took to win her, 

She'll ne'er in Child-bed = ” 


8] R 


Hp Dick! 


| 
| 
1 
| 
| 
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Some have the Name of He! 
To Matrimony given 
How falſely, you can tell, 
Who tind it ſuch a Heav?n: 
| | Happy Dick! 


Wich you, each Day and Night 


I crown'd with Joy and Gladneſs; 
While envious Virgins bite 


The hated Sheets for Madueſs; 


Y 'had miſs'd in any other; 


And when you've bury'd this, 


May you have ſuch another: 


Obſerving hence, by you, 
In Marriage ſuch Decorum, 
Out wiſer Youth ſhall do, 
As you have done before em: 
e 5 | Happy Dick! 


$ONG CCCCXXIL. 


. F T on the troubled O. eanꝰs Face 


Loud ſtormy Winds arilc: 


The murm':ing Surges ſwell apace, 


And Clouds obſcure the Skies: 
Bat when the Tempeſt's _ is O'crg 
Soft Breezes ſmooth the Main; 
The Billows ceaſe to laſh the Shore, 
And all is calm again. 


Not fo, in fond and am'rous Souls, 
If Tyrant Love once reigns, 
There one eternal Tempeſt rouls, 


And yields unccaling Pains: 


Happy Dic! 
With Spouſe, long ſhare the Bliſs 


| Hoppy Dicks 
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Ah! cruel God! our Peace reſtore, 
Or wound us with thy Shafts no more. 
Ab! cruel God * &c. | 


SONG CCCCXXNIII. 


As muſing | rang't in the Meads all alone, 
A beautiful Creature was making her 
Moan, 


Oh! the Tears they did trickle full faſt from hex 


Eyes, 
And ſhe pierc'd both the Air and my Heart 
| with her Cries. 
Ob! the N they did trickle full faft from her 


Ante fre: — 'd both the Ai, 2nd my — with 
ber Cries. 


I . requeſted the Cauſe of her Moan, 
She told me her ſweet Seeſino was flown, 
And in that ſad Poſture ſhe'd ever remain, 
Wo the dear Charmer would come back 
gain. 


Oh! the . &c, 


N , who is this Mortal, fo . 40 EE 
hat draws ſuch a Stream from y dovely an 
Eye, 
To 13 ſo blooming what Mas can beblind, 
To Paſſiou fo tender what _— unkind 7 
Oh! the Tears, &, 


»Tis neither for Man nor for Human, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in lamenting I water the Lec; 
Gy Warb'ler Celejtizl ſweet Darling of Fame, 
s a 2 of ſomething, a Sex without | 

ame, 


Ob! the Tears, &c, 


R a 
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Perhaps 'tis ſome Linuet, ſome Blackbird: ſaid I, 
Per * tis your Lark that has ſoat d to the 
ie, 
Come * your Tears, and abandon your 
| Her, 
I'll bring you another to give you Relief. 
Ob! the Tears, &c. | 


No Linnet, no Blackbird, no Skye-lark, ſaid hes 
Bat one much more tuneful by far than all 
Three: | | 

My ſweet Seneſizo, for whom I thus cry, 
ls ſweeter than all the wing'd Songſters that 


| fly. | 
Ob ! the Tears, &c. 


Alien Farinello, Cuzz2ni likewiſe, 
Whom Stars and whom Garters extol to the 


| es: 
Adiev to the Op'ra, adieu to the Ball, 

My Darliag is gone, and a Fig for them all. 
Ob! the Tears, &. 


SONG CCCCXEXIV, 
f NE Ev'ning having loſt my Way, 
By chance I came into a Wood, 
Sol had been very hot that Day, 
I under a Covert ſtood: 
Long time I had not tarry'd there, 
Before I heard a ruffling nigh, C 
A Female Voice ſaid, ſtay my Dear, 
The Man cry'd, Zoons, not I. 
Don't offer to hold me, but let go my Hand, 
Thou'ſt tore oif a Button, and rumpl'd my 
| Band, | | | 
Don't ſqueeze me, let me goo, for I wonna be 
fool'd by thee. 
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Theſe Words, I own, did make me ſtare, 
No Perſon ang Fr be ſeen 

When thro' the Leaves a Damſel fair 
I ſpy'd lying on the Green. 

A luſty Clown did by her ſtand, 
Endeavouring for to get away; 

The Laſs as ſtrongly held lis und, 

And thus to him did fay. | 

My deareſt ſweet D:cſ:ze, why wilt tl. ou be 
& croſs and, ſo cruel unto me, | 

When thou know'ſt 1 love, I languiſh, I fgh,1l 
die for thee, 1 


And then the Tears did trickle cown 
From her bright Eyes exceeding faſt : 
The Sight of which ſo mov's the Cluwn, 
He ſtood like one agh.aſt. 
Why wilt thou Joan tempt me ſoo, 
Mayhaps we may a young one get 
: Then 1 6.29 for 1 * 
And thou know'ſt I hate to fight. 
My deareſt, my Dickie, be ruled by mc, | 
They — ſhall preſs thee by Land nor by 
8 ay 
But love me, deareſt Dickie, and I'll ſave thee 
from the Wars | SE 
At this the Clown began to prin, 
And learingly on her did look, 
And after having wip'd his Chin 
From her a Kiſs he took. 
And wilt thou then, my deareſt Tran, 
Secure me that I ſhan't be preit, 
If ſo, I wiſh we two were one; 
Ah Dickie! then I am bleſt. ä 
She pulls ou down by her, ſayirg, be not 
att aid. | 
Gods! who cou'd W charming a Maid r 
3 © 
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Such Breaſts, ſuch Lips, ſuch Eyes, wou'd charm 
a modein Saint. ET, 
Had you but ſeen with how much Art 
Sbe wmanag'd him in Love's Coaretty 
And how well Dickie plaid his part, 
You'd ſwear that cach lov'd beſt, 
Now both agree to reſt a while, 
eing tired with extream Delight; 
She ſoon reviv'd him with a Smile, 
Aud Dickie renew d the Fight. 


She hugg'd him, ſhe kifs'd him from Head to 


ticel, h 2 
Such Joy and ſuch Tranſport the Clown did 
ne'er ec}, | | | 
My Dear, wy ſoan, he cry'd, I never can from 
thee pact, | | | 
They toy'd while they cou'd, and they both 
conſent, | 


To meet the next Ev'ning, ſo home they went, 
Pick Fears no prefling now, and Joan has her 
Longing ſav'd. | e 


SON G CCCCXXV. 
4 NE Night when all the Village llept, 
| Myrtillo's ſad Deſpair 9 85 
The wand ring Shepherd waking kept 5 
To tell the Woods his Care. 
Be gone, ſaid he, fond Thought, be gene; 
Eyes, give your Sorrows o'er: | 
Why ſhou'd you waſte your Tears for one 
That thinks on you ne more? | 
Yet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Pow'ss; 
That dwell within the Grove, 
Can tell how many tender Hours 
We here have paſe d in Love, 


The SY Rn RVM. 367 


You Stars above (my cruel Fors) 
Have heard how ſhe has ſworn 

A tbuuſand Times, that like to thoſe 
Her Flame ſhou'd ever burn. 


Zut, fince ſhe's loſt, Oh! let me have 
My Wiſh, and quickly die: 
In this cold Bank I'll make a Grave, 
And thete for ever lie. | 
Sal Nightingales the Watch ſhall keep, 
And kindly here complain: 
Then down the Shepherd lay to ſleep, 
But never wak d again, 


SONG CCCCXXVI. 


AW you the Nymph whom I adore, 
Saw you the Goddeſ of my Heart ? 
And can you bid me love no more, 
Or can you think I feel uo Snarr? 


So many Charms around her ſhine, 
Who can the dear Temptation fly! 

Spite of her Scorn ſhe's ſo divine, 
That 1 muſt love her, tho'I die. 


SONG CCCCXXVIIL. 
id] Inſtrut an am'rous Swain, 
C Some Way to tell the Nymph his Pain, 
| o common Youths unknown: | 


To talk of * of Flames, of Darts; 
Of bleeding Wounds and burning Hearts3 


Are Methods vulgar grown. 


What nee.i'ſt thou tell? (the God reply d) 
'That Love the Shepherd cannot hide 
The Nymph will quickly find : 
When Pheba does his Beams diſplay, 
Te tell Mer ravely that*ris Day, 
Is to ſuppoſe em blind. | 
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SON G CCCCXXVINT. 


1 ET J. in ſmilcs be ever ſeen, 
L And kind as when our Loves begup, 
And be my Paſtures ever green, 
And new Crops ſpring when Harveſt's done 
My Catile thrive and ſtill be far, 

And I my Wiſh ſhall find in thats 


O let my Table furaiſh'd be 
With good fat Beef and Bacon toc, 
And nappy Ale be ever fre: 
To Strangers that do come and go. 
ne with Poultry and with Swine 
| ell ſtor d, and eke my Ponds with Fiſh, 
My Barns well cramm'd with Hay and Graing 
And I ſhall have my Wiſh in this. 


Let me in Peace and Quiet live, | 
Free from all Diſcontent and Strife ; 

And know from what I all receive, 
And lead a homely harmleſs Life. 

Be neat in home · ſpun Cloathing clad z 
And till to and to all my Bliſs, 

My Children train i'th* fear of Cod: 

And this is all en Earth I wiſh. 


SON G ceccxxix. 


OUNG Roger came tapping at Dolly's 
Window, Thumpaty, thu mpaty thump ʒ = 
He begg'd for AdJmittance, ſhe anſwer d him no, 
Glumpatu, glumpaty, glump. * 
My Dolly. my Dear. you true Love 1s here, Dum- 
| paty, Ps up. 
No, no, Reg-r, no, as you come you may go, 
Stumpaty, flumpaty, ſiump. 
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| ©h! what is the Reaſon, dear Dolly, he cry'd, 


Humpaty, &e. 

| That thus I'm caſt off, and unkindly deny d. 
Trumpaty, &c. 

Some Rival more dear, I gueſs has been here, 
Crum aty; &c. 

Suppoſe there's been two Sir, pray what's that 
to you, Numpaty, & c. 

Oh! then with a Sigh, his ſad Farewel he ak, 
Humpaty, &c. 

And all in * he leap! d into the Brook, 
Plumpaty, 

His Courage he cool d, he found himſelf fool'd, 
Mumpaty, &c. 

He ſwam to the Shore, and ſaw Poly no more, 
Dampaty, Cc. | 


Oh ! then ſhe recall'd, and recall's bim again, 
Numpaty, &c. | 


a | Whilſt he, like a Mad. Man, ran over the Plain, 


| Stumpaty, & c. 
Determin d to find a Dam'ſel more kind, 
. P lumpaty, & 8 
While Dolly's afraid, ſhe muſt die an 4 Maid. 
Ks Mumpaty Kc. a 


$0ONG ccccxxx. 
Emember, Damon, you did tell, 
In Chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas! 1 am undone, 
And here am left to make my Moan. 
Ho, bo, rab, in Amburab, 
Ho, and ho, berry, 
Hi, and hi, derry, 
Ho derry, derry, dery, amy, Aminrob. 


To doleful Shades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him L love, 
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Where forſaken Nymphs are ſe 
In lonely Walke of Willow — FOR 
Ho, bo, rab, &c. 


Upon my Dear's deluding Tongne, 
Such ſoft perſuaſive Language hung, 
That when his Words bad Sience Rake, | 
You wou'd have thought an Angel ſpoke. 
Ho, bo, rah, Re. 
Too happy lymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 
That — enjoys my charming He; 
For, ob! I fear it ro my Coſt, 
Sh'as found the Heart that I have loſt, 
Ho, ho, rab, &c. 95 
Beneath the faireſt Flow'r on Earth, 
A Snake may bide, or take its Birth; 
So his falſe Breaſt conceal it did, | 
His Heart, the Snake that there lay hid, 
Ho, ho, rab, Ke. | 


Tis falſe, who ſays we happy are, 

Since Men delight our Hearts t'enſuare: 

In Man no Woman can be bleſt, 

Their Vows are Wind, their Love's a Jeſt. 
Ho, be, rab, &c, „„ 

Ye Gods, in Pity te my Grief, 

Send me my Damon, or Relief; 

Return that wild delicious By, 

Whom once I thought my Spring of Joy. 

Ho, ho, rab, &c. 


But, whilſt I'm begging of this Bliſs, 
Miethinks | hear you — 1 
Whom Damon has enjoy d, be flies, 
Who ſees him, loves, who loves him, dies. 
Ho, ho, rab, &c, | 


w 


85e 
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Th re's not a Bird that haunts this Grove, 


| Bur is a Witneſs of my Love; 
| Echo repeats my plaintive Moans, 
The Waters imitate my Groans; 
The Trees their bending Bougbs recline, 
And drop their Heads, as I do mine, 
Ho, bo, rah, &c. 


FINES: 


